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Trevor hesitated at the front door of his childhood home, his hand hovering over the doorknob. He could already hear the shrill, mocking voice of his stepmother, Nancy, carrying through the walls. His stomach twisted into knots. He didn’t want to go inside, but he had nowhere else to go for spring break. Taking a deep breath, he pushed the door open and stepped inside.

“Well, look who decided to grace us with his presence,” Nancy sneered from the living room couch. She was dressed in a tight-fitting blouse and skirt that hugged her curves, her legs crossed as she eyed him up and down like he was some kind of circus freak. “What are you wearing, Trevor? Did you raid a thrift store from the ’90s? Or maybe you’re just trying to look… quirky.”

Trevor felt his face flush hot. He glanced down at his clothes—a simple hoodie and jeans—and mumbled, “It’s just comfortable.”

Nancy let out a sharp laugh. “Comfortable? You look like a sissy. Are you sure you’re not gay, Trevor? It’s okay if you are, you know. We’re all very progressive here.”

His father, sitting in his recliner with a beer in hand, chuckled. “Come on, kid. Man up and take a joke. Nancy’s just teasing.”

Trevor’s jaw tightened. He hated this. He hated how Nancy always made him feel small, how his dad never stood up for him. He muttered something about needing to unpack and hurried up the stairs to his room. But even as he closed the door behind him, his heart was still racing. He couldn’t shake the humiliation, the way Nancy’s words seemed to linger in his mind.

It wasn’t long before he heard footsteps coming up the stairs. A knock on his door made him freeze. “Trevor,” Nancy called, her voice syrupy sweet. “Can you come to the bedroom for a minute? I need to talk to you.”

Trevor’s stomach churned. He didn’t want to go, but he knew better than to refuse. Reluctantly, he followed her down the hall to the master bedroom. Nancy closed the door behind him and leaned against it, her arms crossed over her chest.

“You know, Trevor,” she began, her tone suddenly serious, “you’re not much of a man, are you? Always so shy, so timid. Your father’s right—you need to learn how to take a joke. But maybe what you really need is… a lesson.”

Trevor’s heart skipped a beat. “A lesson?” he repeated, his voice barely above a whisper.

Nancy smirked. “That’s right. A lesson in being a man.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “Take off your clothes.”

Trevor blinked, stunned. “W-what?”

“You heard me,” Nancy snapped. “Take. Off. Your. Clothes.”

Trevor’s hands trembled as he reached for the hem of his hoodie. He pulled it over his head, then fumbled with the button on his jeans. As he stepped out of them, he felt exposed, vulnerable. Nancy circled him like a predator sizing up its prey.

“Well, well,” she said, her eyes dropping to his crotch. “No wonder you’re so shy. That’s… pathetic.”

Trevor’s face burned with shame. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but Nancy grabbed his wrist before he could move.

“Don’t be shy,” she purred. “I think this calls for a little… embellishment.” She walked over to her dresser and pulled out a pair of lacy panties. She held them up, dangling them in front of him. “Put these on.”

Trevor’s stomach dropped. “No way,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m not—”

Nancy cut him off with a sharp laugh. “Oh, come on, Trevor. Don’t be such a baby. Besides, they’ll make your little cock look bigger.” She stepped closer, pressing the panties into his hand. “Go on. Put them on.”

Trevor’s heart pounded in his chest. He wanted to refuse, to run out of the room and never look back. But there was something about the way Nancy was looking at him, something that made him feel… excited. Against his better judgment, he slipped the panties on.

Nancy clapped her hands together, delighted. “Oh my God, you look ridiculous! But also kind of… cute.” She reached out, brushing her fingers along the lace. “How does it feel?”

Trevor swallowed hard. “Weird,” he admitted.

Nancy laughed again. “Good. Now, why don’t you show me what that little cock can do?”

Trevor’s eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me,” she said, her voice low. “Jerk off.”

Trevor hesitated, but the excitement building in his gut was impossible to ignore. He reached down, wrapping his hand around his erection. It wasn’t big—he knew that—but it was hard, throbbing with need. Slowly, he began to stroke himself.

Nancy watched intently, her lips curling into a sly smile. “That’s it,” she murmured. “Show me what you’ve got.”

Trevor’s strokes became faster, more urgent. He could feel himself getting closer, the pressure building inside him.

But then Nancy grabbed his wrist, stopping him. “Not yet,” she said firmly. She walked over to the bed and picked up two pairs of pantyhose. “I think we need to make this more… interesting.”

Before Trevor could protest, Nancy tied his wrists to the bedposts using the pantyhose. He tugged at the restraints, but they were tight, unyielding. Panic surged through him, but it was quickly replaced by excitement.

Nancy knelt between his legs, her fingers grazing his thigh. “Such a little thing,” she teased. “But I bet it still feels good, doesn’t it?”

Trevor nodded, incapable of speaking as she wrapped her hand around him. Her touch was electric, sending sparks of pleasure through his body. He moaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

“Are you close?” Nancy asked, her voice dripping with amusement.

“Yes,” Trevor gasped.

“Good.” She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “Because I need your cum.”

Trevor’s eyes widened. “What?”

Nancy smirked. “Your dad’s infertile. He can’t give me what I want. But you… you can.” She straddled him, positioning herself above his aching cock. “I’m going to take what I need.”

Trevor’s mind raced as she lowered herself onto him. She was tight, wet, and the sensation was overwhelming. He moaned, his hands gripping the restraints as she began to ride him.

Nancy’s movements were slow at first, teasing him, driving him wild. But soon she picked up the pace, her hips rocking against his. Trevor could feel himself getting closer, closer…

“Please,” he begged. “I’m going to—”

“Cum for me,” Nancy commanded, her voice firm.

And just like that, Trevor lost control. He came hard, his body shaking with pleasure as he emptied himself inside her. Nancy let out a moan of her own, her body trembling as she climaxed.

When it was over, Nancy untied the pantyhose and stood up. “Don’t tell your father,” she said, her tone cold. “This stays between us.”

Trevor nodded, still trying to process what had just happened. As Nancy left the room, he couldn’t help but wonder when—or if—they would do it again.

FAMILY REUNION HUMILIATION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Teasing / Orgasm Denial

Mario stepped out of his car, the gravel crunching beneath his boots. The campground was bustling with distant relatives he hadn’t seen in years—or ever. The air smelled faintly of pine and barbecue smoke, mingling with the occasional burst of laughter that carried through the trees. He adjusted the collar of his shirt, feeling out of place among the cheerful chaos. Family reunions weren’t exactly his thing, but his mom had insisted. “It’s important to stay connected,” she’d said. So here he was, trying to connect.

He wandered through the crowd, exchanging awkward nods and half-hearted smiles until his gaze landed on her. Krista. She was leaning against a picnic table, a drink in one hand, her other tucked into the pocket of her cut-off jeans shorts. Her dark hair framed her face in soft waves, and her lips curved into a smirk as she watched the chaos around her. Mario felt his stomach tighten. She was… different. Magnetic. He couldn’t look away.

They made eye contact, and for a moment, it felt like the world paused. Then she raised her glass in a playful toast, her smirk widening. Mario swallowed hard and waved back, his cheeks burning. He told himself to walk away, to shake off whatever this was, but his feet carried him toward her instead.

“Hey,” he said, his voice cracking slightly. “I’m Mario. You must be… Krista?”

She arched an eyebrow, amused. “Guess you’ve been paying attention. Or maybe you’re just good with names.”

He chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah, uh, something like that.”

The conversation flowed easier than he expected. Krista was sharp, quick-witted, and had a way of looking at him that made him feel like she could see right through him. By the time the sun dipped below the horizon, they were laughing together like old friends. But there was something else simmering beneath the surface—a tension that Mario couldn’t ignore. Every time she leaned closer, every time her hand brushed his arm, he felt it.

When Krista excused herself to head back to her cabin, Mario’s heart raced. He waited a few minutes, pretending to chat with another cousin, before slipping away unnoticed. The path to her cabin was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of pine and damp earth. His pulse thudded in his ears as he approached the door, hesitating for a moment before knocking softly.

Krista opened the door, her expression unreadable. “Mario. What are you doing here?”

He swallowed hard, his mouth suddenly dry. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

She crossed her arms, leaning against the doorframe. “You know this is wrong, right? We’re cousins.”

His cheeks burned, but he stepped closer anyway. “Distant cousins. And I don’t care. I just… I need to know if you feel it too.”

For a long moment, she just stared at him, her dark eyes searching his face. Then she sighed, shaking her head. “You’re a pervert, Mario.”

His heart sank, but before he could apologize or retreat, she smirked. “Fine. If you’re so desperate, show me what you’ve got.”

He blinked, confused. “What?”

“Your cock,” she said bluntly, her tone dripping with amusement. “Take it out.”

Mario hesitated, his hands trembling as he fumbled with his zipper. He pulled down his pants and boxers, his cock already half-hard from the sheer awkwardness of the situation. Krista glanced down, then burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth with her hand. “That’s it? That’s what you’re so worked up about?”

His face burned with humiliation, but he couldn’t move. He wanted to leave, to run away and pretend this never happened, but Krista’s laughter trapped him in place.

“Go on,” she said, still smirking. “Jerk off for me. Let’s see if you can even get yourself off.”

Mario’s stomach churned, but he obeyed, wrapping his hand around his cock and stroking slowly. His mind raced, torn between shame and arousal. Krista watched him with a cruel amusement, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He complied, his breath coming in ragged gasps as his hand moved up and down his shaft. He tried to focus on her, on the way her lips curved into that wicked smile, but every glance she gave him only deepened his humiliation.

“Good boy,” she purred, stepping closer. “Now stop.”

He froze, his hand still gripping his cock. “What?”

“Stop,” she repeated, her voice firm. “You don’t get to finish yet.”

Mario groaned in frustration, but he didn’t argue. Krista walked to the dresser and pulled out a pair of pantyhose, her movements slow and deliberate. He watched as she returned to the bed and patted the mattress.

“Lie down.”

He hesitated, but the look in her eyes made it clear she wasn’t asking. He climbed onto the bed, his cock still aching with need as she tied his wrists to the bedposts with the pantyhose. The fabric was surprisingly strong, and no matter how much he tugged, he couldn’t break free.

Krista stood at the foot of the bed, her smirk widening as she stripped off her shorts and underwear. She climbed onto the bed, straddling Mario’s face without a word. He could smell her arousal, feel the heat radiating from her as she lowered herself onto his mouth.

“Eat me,” she commanded, her voice low and dangerous.

Mario didn’t need to be told twice. He pressed his tongue against her wet folds, lapping at her eagerly. Krista moaned, her hips grinding against his face as he worked his tongue over her clit. She tasted sweet and salty, her arousal flooding his senses as he devoured her.

“Good,” she breathed, her hands gripping the headboard for support. “Just like that.”

Her thighs clamped around his head as her movements grew more frantic. Mario focused on her pleasure, his own cock throbbing with need as he listened to her moans. But just as she started to tremble, she pulled away, leaving him panting and desperate.

“Not yet,” she said, sliding down his body until she was perched above his cock. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly as she grinned down at him.

“Please,” Mario begged, his voice choked with desperation. “Let me cum.”

Krista laughed softly, her thumb brushing over the tip of his cock. “Beg harder.”

He groaned, his hips bucking against her hand. “Please, Krista. I need it. I can’t take it anymore.”

She smirked, her grip tightening slightly. “Almost…”

Mario’s breath came in shallow gasps as he felt himself teetering on the edge. Just as he was about to explode, Krista stopped, her hand slipping away from his cock. He cried out in frustration, his body trembling with unspent desire.

“Too bad,” she said, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “Maybe next time.”

She untied his wrists with practiced ease, leaving him sprawled on the bed, humiliated and aching. Mario sat up shakily, his mind reeling as he reached for his pants. Krista watched him with a smug smile, lounging on the bed like a satisfied cat.

“Get out,” she said simply.

Mario didn’t need to be told twice. He stumbled out of the cabin, his heart pounding and his cock still hard. The night air felt cold against his flushed skin as he walked back to his car, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. He knew he should feel ashamed, disgusted even, but all he could think about was Krista’s smirk and the way she’d controlled him so effortlessly.

As he drove away from the campground, one thought lingered in his mind: He wanted more.
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Roger sighed as he heard Veronica’s voice from the living room. She had barely been in the apartment for ten minutes, and already she was picking apart the decor.

“Mila, darling, this couch is atrocious. You deserve better than this cheap fabric,” Veronica said, her tone dripping with disdain.

Roger clenched his jaw, leaning against the kitchen counter. He wasn’t in the mood for her usual criticisms.

But then, he heard something that made him freeze. Veronica’s voice lowered, though not enough to keep him from eavesdropping. “Mila, I’ve been thinking. You’ve been far too easy on him. It’s time we made some changes. I can help you put him in his place.” Roger’s heart skipped a beat. What the hell did that mean? His curiosity was tinged with a strange, unexpected thrill.

That evening, Mila called him into the bedroom. Roger hesitated at the door, unsure of what to expect.

When he stepped inside, he saw Veronica sitting on the edge of the bed, a large bag resting beside her. Her lips curled into a smirk as she looked him up and down. “Well, hello, Roger,” she purred. “Take off your clothes.”

Roger blinked. “Excuse me?”

Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “You heard me. Strip. Now.”

He glanced at Mila, who was standing by the dresser, arms crossed. She gave him a small nod, her expression unreadable. With a slow, uneasy breath, Roger began to undress. He felt exposed, vulnerable, as he stood naked before them. Veronica’s gaze dropped to his cock, and she let out a mocking laugh.

“Oh, Mila, this is what you’ve been working with? No wonder you’re unsatisfied.” Veronica shook her head, her laughter cutting through the air like a knife.

Roger’s cheeks burned with humiliation, but there was something else too—a flicker of arousal that he couldn’t quite ignore.

Veronica reached into the bag and pulled out a flogger, its leather tails dangling menacingly. She handed it to Mila with a sly grin. “Show him what happens when he disappoints us.”

Mila hesitated for a moment before taking the flogger. She stepped closer to Roger, her eyes locking with his. “This is for your own good,” she murmured, raising the flogger high.

The first strike landed across his back, leaving a stinging sensation that made him yelp. The pain ignited something deep within him, a mix of shame and desire that sent his pulse racing.

Veronica watched intently, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction as Mila continued to flog him. Each strike left Roger trembling, his breath coming in short gasps. When Mila finally stopped, Veronica stood and began to undress. Her movements were deliberate, her confidence radiating as she slipped out of her dress and stood before him, completely naked.

“Lie down,” Veronica commanded, pointing to the bed.

Roger obeyed, his body tingling with anticipation.

Veronica straddled his face, spreading her legs wide. “Time for your first lesson, Roger. You’re going to learn how to eat pussy properly, since that little thing between your legs isn’t going to satisfy anyone.”

Her words were cruel, but they only heightened Roger’s arousal. Hesitantly, he leaned forward, his tongue flicking out to taste her. Veronica let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. He grew bolder, exploring her folds with his tongue, eager to please her. The taste of her was intoxicating, and he found himself craving more.

When Veronica finally climbed off him, Mila took her place. Roger eagerly dove in, his tongue lapping at her slick folds. Mila gasped, her hands tangling in his hair as she ground against his face. He could feel her trembling above him, her moans filling the room as she reached her peak.

Once Mila had caught her breath, she and Veronica began to tease Roger’s cock. Their fingertips danced along his shaft, driving him wild with need. He throbbed beneath their touch, his body begging for release.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice shaking. “Let me cum.”

Veronica smirked, her fingers tightening around his base. “Oh no, Roger. You don’t get to cum just yet.” She reached into the bag once more, pulling out a chastity device. Mila helped her slide it over his cock, locking it in place with a click that sounded final.

Roger stared at them in disbelief, his cock imprisoned and throbbing painfully.

Veronica leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “This is just the beginning. You’re going to learn your place, Roger.”

Mila stroked his cheek, her touch almost tender. “Things are going to be different from now on,” she said, her voice firm. “You’re going to be a better husband.”

Roger lay there, his body trembling with a mix of humiliation and arousal. Surprisingly, he had never been more turned on in his life. He couldn’t wait to see what they had in store for him next.
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"Take them off," Carol demanded, arms crossed, her lips curling into a sly smirk.

Damon stood frozen, his heart pounding in his chest. "Get out of my room," he stammered, his voice trembling.

Carol took a step closer, her eyes narrowing. "Oh, I’m not going anywhere. Not until you do as I say."

Damon’s face flushed with embarrassment as he realized she had seen the contents of his suitcase. The pink lace panties he had carefully packed were no longer a secret. His secret. The one he had guarded so carefully.

"Carol, please," he begged, his voice barely above a whisper.

She laughed, a cruel, mocking sound that sent shivers down his spine. "Take. Them. Off."

Damon’s hands shook as he reached for the waistband of his shorts. He hesitated, but Carol’s glare was unyielding. Slowly, he pushed them down, revealing the delicate pink panties beneath. His cheeks burned as he stood there, exposed and vulnerable.

Carol’s laughter echoed off the walls. "Oh my God, you’re such a freak," she sneered, circling him like a predator sizing up its prey. "I can’t believe my stepbrother is a panty-wearing loser."

"Stop it!" Damon hissed, his voice cracking. But Carol wasn’t done.

"Take off the panties too," she commanded, her tone leaving no room for negotiation.

Damon’s stomach churned as he hooked his thumbs under the waistband of the lace panties and slid them down his legs. He stepped out of them, completely naked now, his small cock hanging limp between his legs.

Carol’s eyes dropped to his crotch, and she let out a derisive laugh. "Wow, you’re even smaller than I thought. Pathetic."

Damon’s humiliation was complete. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never resurface. But Carol wasn’t finished with him yet.

"Jerk off," she ordered, her voice cold and commanding.

"What?" Damon’s eyes widened in shock.

"You heard me," she smirked. "Stroke that little cock of yours. Let’s see what you can do."

"No," Damon protested weakly.

Carol crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow. "Fine. I’ll just go tell Mom and Dad about your little secret. They’ll love finding out their son likes to wear women’s underwear."

Panic surged through Damon. He couldn’t let that happen. Reluctantly, he reached down and wrapped his hand around his limp cock. Slowly, he began to stroke it, his cheeks burning with shame.

Carol watched intently, her smirk widening as Damon’s cock began to stiffen under his touch. "That’s it," she purred, her voice unexpectedly sultry. "Show me how much of a slut you are."

Damon’s breath hitched as his arousal grew despite himself. His strokes became more confident, more rhythmic. He hated this—hated Carol for forcing him into this—but he couldn’t deny the pleasure coursing through him.

Carol stepped closer, her eyes locked on his cock. Then, to Damon’s surprise, she began to undress. First, she pulled off her tank top, revealing her perky breasts encased in a lacy black bra. Then, she slid her shorts down her legs, revealing matching black panties.

Damon’s hand froze on his cock as he watched her, his heart racing. What was she doing?

"Keep going," Carol ordered, her voice low and husky. She hooked her thumbs under the waistband of her panties and slowly slid them down, revealing her neatly trimmed pussy.

Damon’s mouth went dry as he stared at her. Despite everything, he couldn’t look away. Carol climbed onto the bed, positioning herself over his face.

"Eat me," she commanded, lowering herself onto his mouth.

Damon hesitated for only a moment before parting his lips and pressing his tongue against her slick folds. The taste of her exploded on his tongue, salty and sweet at the same time. He moaned softly against her, his tongue swirling around her clit.

Carol let out a soft sigh of pleasure, her fingers tangling in his hair. "That’s it," she murmured, grinding herself against his mouth. "Show me how much you love eating pussy."

Damon’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions—shame, humiliation, arousal. But above all, there was an undeniable thrill coursing through him. He had never been so turned on in his life.

As he continued to lick and suck at Carol’s pussy, he reached down and began stroking his cock again. The sensations intensified, both from the taste of her and the feel of his own hand on his shaft.

Carol’s breathing grew heavier, her hips rocking against his face faster and faster. "Yes," she moaned, her voice tinged with desperation. "Just like that, Damon. Make me cum."

Damon redoubled his efforts, his tongue lapping at her pussy with fervor. He could feel her body tensing, could hear the way her breathing hitched and stuttered. And then she came, her juices flooding his mouth as she let out a loud, shuddering moan.

The taste of her cum sent shockwaves through Damon’s body. His own orgasm hit him like a freight train, his cock pulsing in his hand as he shot rope after rope of cum onto his stomach.

Carol slumped forward, panting, before sliding off of him and onto the bed beside him. For a moment, they both lay there in silence, the only sound their ragged breathing.

"You’re such a freak," Carol said finally, breaking the silence. But there was a hint of something else in her voice—something almost like admiration.

Damon didn’t respond. He couldn’t find the words.

Carol stood up and began to dress. Just as she was pulling her tank top back on, they heard the sound of the hotel room door opening.

"Damon? Carol? We’re back!" came the cheerful voice of their mom.

Carol shot Damon a wicked grin. "Better clean yourself up, freak."

And with that, she sauntered out of the room, leaving Damon lying there in a pool of his own cum, humiliated… and undeniably aroused.

"The tour was amazing," their mom said as she walked into the room, Carol following close behind, acting as if nothing had happened.

Damon quickly grabbed a towel to cover himself, his face flushing bright red as he tried to compose himself. But the memory of what had just transpired burned in his mind, and he couldn’t help but wonder… what would happen next?
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Daryl couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Kaylee, his stepsister, sat on his couch, her curves spilling over the edges of the cushions. She was radiant, her softness accentuated by the tight dress she wore, the fabric straining against her hips and thighs.

He’d always had a thing for fat women, but Kaylee? She was something else entirely. Every time she shifted, her weight pressed into the couch, and he imagined what it would feel like to have her sitting on him, her full body pinning him down, crushing him in the best possible way.

He’d fantasized about her more times than he could count, his private browser history filled with videos of voluptuous women dominating their partners, smothering them with their weight. Kaylee was always at the center of those fantasies, her laughter echoing in his mind as she teased him, her body pressing him into helpless submission.

Today, she was here in his apartment, lounging on his couch like she owned the place. She was oblivious to his staring, scrolling through her phone with a lazy smile. Daryl tried to focus on the TV, but his attention kept drifting back to her, his pulse quickening every time she adjusted her position.

“Hey, Dar?” Kaylee’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“I think I left my phone at home. Can I borrow yours? I need to call Mom.”

Daryl froze. His phone was filled with tabs of fat fetish porn, videos he’d been watching earlier that morning. His heart raced as he handed it to her, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

Kaylee grabbed the phone, her fingers brushing against his. She swiped the screen, and before he could react, a video popped up—a BBW sitting on a man’s face, her full weight pressing him into the mattress.

Kaylee’s eyes widened, and for a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Daryl!” she exclaimed, holding up the phone. “Is this what you’re into?”

Daryl’s face burned with humiliation. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But Kaylee’s laughter wasn’t cruel—it was playful, almost teasing.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I like fat women. I… I want to be sat on.”

Kaylee raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “You want to be sat on? Like, crushed?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Kaylee leaned back on the couch, her curves shifting with the movement. She studied him for a moment, her gaze intense. Then she stood up, her height and presence towering over him.

“Well, boy, looks like you’re in luck,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Because I’m about to give you exactly what you want.”

Daryl’s breath caught in his throat as Kaylee grabbed his hand, pulling him to his feet. She led him to the bedroom, her stride confident, her hips swaying with every step. He followed, his heart pounding, his mind racing with anticipation.

The moment they entered the room, Kaylee turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, fumbling with his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock was already hard, straining against his stomach.

Kaylee’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Tiny little thing, isn’t it?” she teased, stepping closer.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t—not when she was standing so close, her scent intoxicating, her presence overwhelming.

Kaylee began to undress, peeling off her dress to reveal her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that clung to her curves. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her hips.

Daryl’s mouth went dry as she revealed herself, her pussy glistening with arousal. She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on his.

“Lie down,” she commanded.

Daryl obeyed, lying flat on his back. Kaylee straddled him, her thighs pressing into his sides as she lowered herself onto his chest.

The moment her weight settled on him, Daryl gasped. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more. Her softness enveloped him, her warmth seeping into his skin. She was heavy, her full body pinning him down, and he loved it.

Kaylee leaned forward, her breasts pressing into his chest. She grabbed his wrists, pinning them above his head. “Stay still,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

Kaylee shifted her hips, grinding against him. “Feel that?” she asked, her voice teasing. “That’s all me. Every single pound.”

Daryl groaned, his cock throbbing beneath her. He could feel the pressure of her weight, the way she dominated him completely.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Kaylee purred, releasing his wrists to trail her fingers down his chest. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock.

He gasped as she started stroking him, her grip firm and steady. Her other hand pressed into his chest, her weight making it difficult to breathe, but he didn’t care.

“Please,” Daryl begged, his hips bucking against her hand. “Let me cum.”

Kaylee chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m not done with you.”

She shifted her weight, lifting herself slightly off his chest. Daryl groaned in protest, but she silenced him with a glare.

“Behave,” she warned.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Kaylee leaned back, her pussy hovering above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his tongue against her slit. Kaylee moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He licked her eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds, tasting her sweetness. Kaylee’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the headboard for support.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Daryl focused on her clit, licking and sucking until Kaylee’s body shuddered above him. She cried out as she came, her juices coating his tongue.

Kaylee collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, nodding toward his cock.

Daryl obeyed, his hand wrapping around his shaft. He jerked himself off, his strokes quick and desperate.

Kaylee watched him, her lips curving into a smirk. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Cum for me.”

Daryl groaned, his body tightening as he reached his climax. His load shot onto his stomach, his breaths coming in shallow gasps.

Kaylee chuckled, her gaze lingering on his tiny load of cum. “Pathetic,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t care. He’d never been more turned on in his life.

Kaylee leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “If you want me to keep your secret, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Daryl nodded eagerly, his heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.

HIS LONG LOST SISTER’S DUNGEON

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Vibrator / Teasing / Wax Play / Paddling / Strap-on / Pegging

“Who are you?” Cheyenne’s voice was sharp, almost cutting through the tension-filled air of the dimly lit dungeon. She stood over Joey, her eyes narrowed, one hand gripping a vibrator that hummed softly in the quiet room. Her other hand traced the edge of the restraints that bound him to the bed, her nails lightly scraping against his skin.

Joey’s breath came in short, uneven gasps. His body was taut, every muscle straining against the leather cuffs that held him in place. The vibrator teased the tip of his cock, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through him, but he couldn’t move, couldn’t escape the torment. “I—I told you,” he stammered, his voice shaky. “I’m just a client.”

Cheyenne smirked, but there was no humor in it. Her lips curled into a knowing smile as she leaned closer, her face inches from his. “Bullshit,” she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. “Clients don’t look at me the way you do. Clients don’t try to hide something when they’re lying through their teeth.”

Joey’s heart raced. He could feel the sweat beading on his forehead, the heat of her body so close to his. He wanted to tell her, wanted to confess it all, but the words caught in his throat. Instead, he let out a groan as she pressed the vibrator harder against him, the sensation nearly unbearable.

“Tell me,” Cheyenne demanded, her voice low and commanding. “Or I’ll stop. And trust me, you don’t want that.”

Joey’s eyes squeezed shut. He could feel the ache building inside him, the need to release overwhelming. “Okay,” he gasped. “Okay, I’ll tell you.”

She pulled the vibrator away, leaving him trembling and desperate. “Good boy,” she purred, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “Now, talk.”

—

It had started innocently enough—or at least, Joey had convinced himself it was innocent. When he found out he was adopted, it felt like the ground had shifted beneath him. Everything he thought he knew about himself was suddenly called into question. He needed answers, needed to know where he came from.

His search led him to Cheyenne. She was his sister—half-sister, technically—but that didn’t matter to him. What mattered was the connection, the blood tie that bound them together. But when he found her social media profile, it wasn’t exactly what he expected.

Cheyenne wasn’t just a woman. She was a force. Her photos were bold, unapologetic. Leather, latex, and lace dominated her feed, and her bio was simple: Professional Dominatrix. By appointment only. Joey scrolled through her page, his curiosity piqued. There was something about her—something commanding, magnetic.

He knew it was wrong. He shouldn’t be looking at her like this, shouldn’t be thinking about her like this. But he couldn’t help it. He was captivated.

So he sent her a message. He didn’t introduce himself as her brother—how could he? Instead, he played the part of an interested client, someone eager to experience her world. She responded quickly, her tone professional but with an edge of dominance that sent shivers down his spine. They set up an appointment, and Joey spent the next few days both dreading and anticipating it.

—

When he arrived at her house, he was nervous. His hands were clammy, his heart racing. Cheyenne greeted him at the door, dressed in a tight black corset and thigh-high boots. Her presence was overwhelming, and Joey felt like he was drowning in her gaze.

“You’re early,” she said, stepping aside to let him in. “Good. Punctuality is important.”

Joey followed her into the house, his eyes darting around the room. It was sleek and modern, with dark furniture and dim lighting. But what caught his attention was the door at the end of the hallway. It was closed, but he could feel the energy radiating from behind it.

“That’s where we’ll be going,” Cheyenne said, noticing his gaze. “My dungeon.”

The word sent a thrill through him. He nodded, trying to appear calm, but inside he was a mess of emotions.

In the dungeon, Cheyenne wasted no time. She instructed him to undress, her voice leaving no room for argument. Joey obeyed, his hands trembling as he removed his clothes. When he was naked, she led him to the bed and began securing the restraints around his wrists and ankles.

“Now,” she said, grabbing a vibrator from the table beside the bed. “Let’s see how long you can hold out.”

—

Back in the present, Joey stared up at Cheyenne, his chest rising and falling rapidly. “I’m your brother,” he finally admitted, his voice barely above a whisper.

For a moment, there was silence. Then Cheyenne’s expression hardened, her jaw tightening. “You lied to me,” she said, her voice cold.

“I know,” Joey replied, his voice trembling. “I’m sorry. I just… I wanted to meet you. I didn’t know how else to do it.”

Cheyenne studied him, her eyes narrowing. “You crossed a line,” she said slowly. “And now, you’re going to pay for it.”

She reached for a candle on the table, lighting it with a match. The flame flickered, casting shadows across the room. Joey watched as she tilted the candle, letting hot wax drip onto his chest. He gasped at the sudden heat, his body jerking against the restraints.

“Why did you come here?” Cheyenne asked, her voice steady as she continued to drip wax onto his skin.

“Because I was curious,” Joey admitted, his voice strained. “Because I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

Cheyenne paused, her eyes searching his face. Then she set the candle down and unbuckled the restraints, freeing him. Joey hesitated, unsure of what was coming next.

“Stand up,” Cheyenne commanded, grabbing a paddle from the table.

Joey obeyed, his legs shaky as he got to his feet. Cheyenne positioned him over the bed, pushing him down so that his ass was exposed.

“This is your punishment,” she said, her voice firm.

The first strike landed hard, the sound echoing through the room. Joey gasped, pain and pleasure coursing through him in equal measure. With each strike, he felt his arousal growing, his cock stiffening beneath him.

When she was satisfied, Cheyenne set the paddle aside and reached for a strap-on dildo. Joey watched as she secured it around her hips, his heart pounding in anticipation.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice low and commanding.

Joey nodded, his breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Yes,” he whispered.

Cheyenne positioned herself behind him, grabbing his hips and thrusting the dildo deep into his ass. Joey cried out, the sensation overwhelming. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through him, building until he couldn’t take it anymore.

“Cheyenne,” he moaned, his body tensing as he came, ropes of cum spurting onto the bed beneath him.

—

As Joey left Cheyenne’s house later that night, he couldn’t stop thinking about what had happened. It was wrong—he knew that—but he couldn’t deny the attraction he felt toward her.

He pulled out his phone and sent her a message: When can I see you again?

The response came quickly: Only if you promise to submit fully.

Joey smiled to himself as he typed his reply: I promise.

STEPMOTHER’S SURPRISE

FM / Femdom / Taboo / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Blindfold / Feather Tickler / Buttplug / Vibrator / Blowjob

“You wouldn’t be able to handle me, Xavier,” Constance purred, her voice low and teasing as she leaned against the doorframe. Her crimson lips curled into a smirk, and her eyes, sharp and knowing, locked onto his.

Xavier’s throat went dry, his heart pounding so hard he was sure she could hear it.

He swallowed hard, trying to keep his voice steady. “Try me.”

Constance raised an eyebrow, her smirk deepening. She stepped closer, the scent of her perfume enveloping him—something sweet and intoxicating. Her fingers brushed lightly against his chest, sending sparks through his body. She chuckled softly, a sound that sent heat straight to his core.

“Oh, Xavier,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “You have no idea what you’re asking for.”

—

It had started innocently enough. Xavier had stopped by his father’s house to pick up some old belongings he’d left behind. His father wasn’t home, but Constance was. She’d opened the door wearing a silk robe that hugged her curves in all the right places, leaving just enough to the imagination to drive him wild.

She’d invited him in, offering him a drink. The air between them crackled with tension—unspoken, undeniable. They’d talked, but the conversation felt like a dance, each word carrying a double meaning. Constance had always been flirtatious, but tonight felt different. More intense. More dangerous.

And then came the confession. Xavier hadn’t meant to say it out loud, but the words spilled out before he could stop them. “I can’t stop thinking about you, Constance. I know it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.”

She’d looked at him then, her expression unreadable. Her lips parted as if she were about to speak, but instead, she took a step closer, her hand resting lightly on his arm. “You’re playing with fire, Xavier,” she murmured. “Are you sure you’re ready for that?”

He nodded, his resolve unwavering. And now, here they were.

—

Constance led him upstairs, her hips swaying with every step. Xavier followed, his pulse racing, his mind a whirlwind of anticipation and nerves. She pushed open the bedroom door, and Xavier froze.

The room was unlike anything he’d ever seen. Chains hung from the ceiling, a sleek black bondage bench sat in the corner, and an array of tools lined the walls—floggers, paddles, and things he couldn’t even name. His eyes widened, but before he could say anything, Constance turned to him, her gaze steady.

“Still sure?” she asked, her voice dripping with mischief.

Xavier nodded again, though his heart was hammering in his chest. Constance smiled, a slow, predatory smile that sent a shiver down his spine. She stepped closer, her fingers trailing down his chest until they reached the hem of his shirt. In one smooth motion, she pulled it over his head, her nails grazing his skin as she did.

She stepped back, her eyes raking over him appreciatively. Then, she began to undress, peeling off her robe to reveal a set of black lace lingerie that clung to her body like a second skin. Xavier’s breath caught in his throat as he took her in—the curve of her hips, the swell of her breasts, the way the lace barely covered what lay beneath.

“Lie down,” she commanded, her voice firm but soft.

Without hesitation, Xavier obeyed, sinking onto the bed. Constance reached for a set of restraints, binding his wrists to the bedposts with practiced ease. She fastened a blindfold over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. The first touch was light—a feather gliding over his chest, teasing his nipples until they hardened. Xavier gasped, his hips jerking involuntarily.

Constance chuckled, the sound low and husky. “Patience,” she murmured.

The feather continued its journey, tracing patterns over his stomach, his thighs, the sensitive skin behind his knees. Every touch sent jolts of pleasure through him, heightening his senses. And then, without warning, he felt something cold and slick press against his entrance.

He tensed, but Constance’s voice was calm, reassuring. “Relax,” she whispered. “Let me take care of you.”

He did as she said, exhaling sharply as she pushed the buttplug inside him. The sensation was intense—strange and unfamiliar, but undeniably arousing. Constance moved slowly, giving him time to adjust, her fingers brushing against his hip in a soothing gesture.

Once he was fully seated, she pulled away, and he heard the faint hum of a vibrator. It started at his nipples, the vibrations sending shocks of pleasure straight to his cock. He groaned, his hips bucking against the restraints. Constance smirked, watching him squirm as she teased him mercilessly.

She moved lower, the vibrator grazing his inner thighs before finally reaching his erection. Xavier let out a strangled cry as she dragged it up his length, the vibrations making his entire body tremble.

“Please,” he begged, his voice hoarse. “Constance, please…”

But she didn’t give in. She kept teasing him, alternating between slow, torturous strokes and quick, feather-light touches that drove him to the edge but never let him fall. Xavier writhed beneath her, his breathing ragged, his chest heaving.

Finally, she took pity on him. He felt her hands on his hips, her lips brushing against the head of his cock before she took him into her mouth. Xavier cried out, his back arching as she sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around him in a way that made his toes curl.

It didn’t take long. With a shuddering groan, Xavier came, his release spilling into her mouth as waves of pleasure crashed over him. Constance didn’t stop until he was completely spent, her lips still wrapped around him as she swallowed every last drop.

She released him with a soft pop, unbuckling the restraints and removing the blindfold. Xavier blinked up at her, still dazed, his body feeling boneless and sated.

And then, they heard it—the sound of the front door opening.

“Constance? Xavier? You here?” his father’s voice called from downstairs.

Their eyes met, panic flashing in both sets. They scrambled to get dressed, their movements frantic yet silent. By the time his father reached the top of the stairs, they were both standing in the hallway, looking casual—if not slightly flushed.

“Hey, Dad,” Xavier said, his voice steady despite the storm raging inside him.

His father smiled, completely oblivious. “Good to see you both.”

Constance returned the smile, her expression flawless. “Welcome home, dear.”

And just like that, the moment passed—but the memory of it burned hotter than ever in Xavier’s mind.

A COUSIN’S CONFESSION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Seduction / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus / Bondage / Teasing / Handjob / Blowjob

Jared opened the door to find Patty standing there, her lips curved into a mischievous smile. She didn’t wait for an invitation; she just stepped inside, brushing past him. Her perfume lingered in the air, something warm and inviting that made his stomach tighten. She turned to face him, her eyes scanning him up and down in a way that felt far too bold for a cousin.

“Hey, Jared,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “Can we talk?”

He shut the door behind her, his brow furrowing. “Sure, but… what’s going on? You’ve been acting weird lately.”

Patty tilted her head, her smile widening. “Weird? Or just honest?”

Jared crossed his arms, leaning against the wall. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

She stepped closer, her fingers trailing along the edge of the couch as she moved. “Ever since you found out you’re adopted, I’ve been thinking… we’re not really related, Jared. Not by blood.”

His eyes widened, and he straightened up. Where was she going with this? “Patty, that doesn’t change anything. You’re still my cousin.”

She shook her head, her hair brushing her shoulders. “No, I’m not. Not technically.” She took another step closer, closing the distance between them. Her hand reached out, resting lightly on his chest. “And that means there’s nothing stopping us.”

Jared’s heart raced, his breath catching in his throat. “Stopping us from what?”

Patty’s fingers gripped the fabric of his shirt, pulling him toward her. “From this,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “From me doing what I’ve wanted to do for weeks.”

He froze, his mind spinning. “Patty, this is… what about the fallout? What if someone finds out?”

She laughed softly, her breath warm against his skin. “We’ll just have to be careful, won’t we?” Her hands slipped under his shirt, her nails grazing his skin. “Come on, Jared. Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it.”

He swallowed hard, his resolve wavering. Had he thought about it? Maybe. Probably more than he cared to admit. But now, with her hands on him, her body so close, it was impossible to deny the pull between them.

Patty didn’t wait for an answer. She took his hand, leading him toward the bedroom. His legs moved on their own, driven by a mix of curiosity and desire. She closed the door behind them, her eyes locking onto his as she began to unbutton his shirt.

Her fingers worked slowly, deliberately, each button undone sending a jolt through him. When the shirt fell open, she pushed it off his shoulders, letting it drop to the floor. Her hands slid over his chest, her touch sending warmth spreading through his body.

“You’re hot, Jared,” she murmured, her voice barely above a whisper. “And I plan to enjoy every inch of you.”

He stood frozen as she stepped back, her fingers tugging at the hem of her own top. She pulled it over her head, revealing a lacy black bra that left little to the imagination. His mouth went dry as she unhooked it, letting it fall away.

Her breasts were perfect, round and firm, her nipples already hard. She smirked at his reaction, her hands moving to the button of her jeans. She slid them down her legs, stepping out of them with deliberate grace. The matching black panties followed, leaving her completely bare.

Jared’s gaze traveled over her body, his heart pounding. She was stunning, every curve designed to drive him wild. She climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows with a confidence that made his knees weak.

“Get naked,” she ordered, her voice firm.

He obeyed without hesitation, stripping off his jeans and boxers in one swift motion. His cock was already hard, standing at attention as he climbed onto the bed beside her.

Instead of touching him, Patty stretched out her legs, pointing her toes toward him. “Suck them,” she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

He hesitated for only a moment before taking her foot in his hand, bringing her big toe to his mouth. He licked the underside slowly, savoring the taste of her skin. Her toes were soft, smooth against his tongue as he worked his way from one to the next.

Patty moaned softly, her hips shifting against the sheets. “Good boy,” she murmured. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. His kisses trailed up her foot to her ankle, then her calf. Her skin was warm, her muscles trembling under his touch. He kissed her inner thigh, his breath hot against her skin as he neared her core.

When his tongue finally brushed against her pussy, she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets. He licked her slowly, circling her clit before dipping his tongue inside her. She was wet already, her arousal coating his tongue as he tasted her.

“Oh, fuck,” Patty moaned, her hips rising to meet his mouth. “Just like that.”

Jared kept going, his tongue working her over until her moans turned into cries of pleasure. Her thighs tightened around his head as she came, her body trembling with release.

When she finally relaxed, she pushed him back, a wicked grin on her face. “My turn,” she said, climbing off the bed.

She rummaged through his closet, returning with a handful of neckties. Jared’s eyes widened as she tied his wrists to the bedposts, her movements quick and practiced. When he was securely bound, she straddled his hips, her hand wrapping around his cock.

She stroked him slowly, her grip firm but not too tight. Jared groaned, his hips bucking against her touch. She leaned down, her breath warm against his ear as she whispered, “Not yet. You don’t get to come until I say so.”

He groaned again, his body aching with need. She teased him mercilessly, her hand moving just fast enough to keep him on edge. When he couldn’t take it anymore, he begged, “Please, Patty. Let me come.”

She shook her head, her lips brushing against his. “Promise me something first.”

“Anything.”

“Promise you’ll be my sex toy. Whenever I want you.”

He nodded eagerly. “I promise.”

She smiled, her hand tightening around him. “Good boy.”

Her mouth replaced her hand, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock before taking him deep. Jared’s back arched as pleasure surged through him, his hips thrusting into her mouth. She sucked him hard, her hand stroking what she couldn’t reach until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

He came with a groan, his release spilling into her mouth. She swallowed every drop before releasing him, her lips curling into a satisfied smile.

Patty untied his wrists, climbing off the bed and grabbing her clothes. As they dressed in silence, Jared couldn’t help but smile. This might not be normal, but damn if it wasn’t amazing.

A COUSIN’S EMBARASSING PROBLEM

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Medical / Bondage / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Kissing

Blake shifted uncomfortably in his seat, the itchiness between his legs becoming impossible to ignore. He’d been avoiding this for days, but the thought of something being wrong with his dick was too much to bear. Swallowing his pride, he grabbed his phone and texted his cousin, Hailey. She was a doctor, after all. Surely, she could help him without making it weird. Her response was quick: Come over. I’ll take a look.

He arrived at her apartment within the hour, his nerves buzzing like live wires. Hailey greeted him with her usual calm demeanor, her blonde hair tied back neatly, her lab coat swapped for a cozy sweater. “So,” she said, gesturing for him to sit on the couch, “what’s going on?”

Blake hesitated, scratching the back of his neck. “Uh… it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“I’m a doctor, Blake,” she said, rolling her eyes with a faint smile. “Nothing you say is going to shock me.”

“Right.” He took a deep breath. “My… dick’s been itching. I’m worried it might be… you know, an STD.”

Hailey raised an eyebrow but didn’t miss a beat. “Alright, let’s take a look then. Don’t worry, it’s probably nothing serious.”

Blake followed her into the bedroom, his heart pounding in his chest. The room was tidy, the bed neatly made, but there was something about the intimacy of the space that made his stomach twist.

Hailey closed the door behind them and turned to him, crossing her arms. “Go ahead,” she said, nodding toward his pants.

His fingers fumbled with his zipper as he tried to maintain some semblance of composure. Slowly, he pulled out his flaccid dick, his face burning with embarrassment. Hailey didn’t react outwardly, her doctor’s mask firmly in place. She stepped closer, her gaze focused as she leaned in to inspect him.

Her fingers were cool as they wrapped around his shaft, turning it gently for a better look. Blake’s breath caught in his throat as a jolt of electricity shot through him. He tried to ignore it, but the sensation was impossible to dismiss. Within seconds, he felt himself growing hard under her touch.

Hailey paused, her eyes flicking up to meet his. “Blake,” she said, her voice calm but tinged with amusement, “are you getting turned on by this?”

He swallowed hard, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yeah…”

She tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Interesting.” Her fingers lingered on him, her touch light but deliberate. “Well, I don’t see any signs of an STD. You’re perfectly healthy.”

Relief washed over him, but it was short-lived as Hailey’s expression shifted. Her smile turned mischievous, her eyes darkening with something he couldn’t quite place. “You’ve been a bad boy, though,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “You need to learn to keep your dick to yourself so you don’t end up with a real problem.”

Before he could respond, she stepped away, opening a drawer and pulling out a stash of silk scarves. Blake’s eyes widened as she approached the bed, tying one end of a scarf to the bedpost. “What are you doing?” he asked, his voice shaky.

“Teaching you a lesson,” she replied, her smirk widening.

She grabbed his wrist, tying it to the bedpost with practiced ease. He wanted to protest, to tell her this was insane, but the words died in his throat as she moved to the other side of the bed, securing his other wrist.

Once he was restrained, Hailey straightened up, her hands moving to the hem of her sweater. She pulled it off slowly, revealing a black lace bra that hugged her curves perfectly. Blake’s mouth went dry as she unbuttoned her jeans, sliding them down her legs to reveal matching lingerie. She stood before him, confident and commanding, her eyes locked on his.

“Hailey…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger to his lips.

“Shh,” she whispered, her voice dripping with authority. “Just relax.”

She knelt on the bed beside him, her hand wrapping around his throbbing cock once more. Her touch was firm now, her fingers stroking him with purpose. Blake groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily.

She chuckled softly, her free hand pressing down on his stomach to keep him still. “Behave,” she chided, her thumb brushing over the sensitive tip of his cock. He whimpered, his body trembling with need. She continued to stroke him, her pace slow and teasing, keeping him on the edge without letting him tip over.

“Please…” Blake begged, his voice breaking.

“Not yet,” she said, her tone firm.

She reached under the bed, pulling out a sleek black dildo. His eyes widened as she coated it with lube, her movements efficient and unhurried. Before he could process what was happening, she positioned herself between his legs, her free hand massaging his inner thigh.

“Relax,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding.

She pressed the tip of the dildo against his entrance, applying gentle pressure. Blake tensed, his breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Breathe,” she instructed, her tone soothing.

He obeyed, forcing himself to relax as she pushed the dildo inside him inch by inch. The sensation was overwhelming, a mix of discomfort and pleasure that sent sparks shooting through his body. Hailey’s hand returned to his cock, stroking him in time with the thrusts of the dildo. Her movements were relentless, driving him closer and closer to the edge.

“Hailey, I’m gonna—” he gasped, but she silenced him with a kiss, her lips capturing his hungrily.

Her mouth moved to his neck, teeth grazing his skin as she sucked gently. The combination of sensations was too much for him to handle. With a cry, he came, his hips jerking as he spilled into her hand. Hailey didn’t stop immediately, milking every last drop from him until he was spent and trembling. She pulled the dildo out slowly, setting it aside before untying his wrists.

Blake lay there, his chest heaving, his mind a haze of pleasure and disbelief. Hailey smiled down at him, her fingers brushing through his hair. “From now on,” she said, her voice firm but affectionate, “you’re mine. No more sex with other women.”

He nodded weakly, unable to form words. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. “Good boy,” she murmured. As she stood and walked toward the door, Blake couldn’t help but wonder what she had planned for their next encounter.

A DISTANT COUSIN AT THE BDSM CLUB

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Public / Bondage / Buttplug / Handjob / Teasing / Dildo / Anal

Rick’s heart pounded as he stood outside the BDSM club, the neon sign casting an eerie glow on the cracked pavement. He had been here for nearly ten minutes, shifting his weight from one foot to the other, his hands shoved deep into his pockets. The sound of laughter and muffled music spilled out every time the heavy door opened, and each time, Rick flinched. What the hell am I doing here? he thought, his stomach churning with a mix of anxiety and curiosity. He had always been drawn to the idea of submission, of letting go, but the reality of stepping into this world felt like diving into the deep end without knowing how to swim.

Finally, he took a deep breath and pushed the door open.

The inside was dimly lit, the air thick with the scent of leather and sweat. The walls were lined with equipment—benches, crosses, chains—and the center of the room was alive with activity. A man knelt on the floor, his back crisscrossed with red welts as a woman in black latex cracked a whip above him. Another man was strapped to a wooden frame, his moans drowned out by the thumping bass of the music. Rick’s throat tightened. He felt like an intruder, someone who didn’t belong in this world of pain and pleasure.

He turned to leave, but a voice stopped him.

“First time?”

Rick froze. The voice was soft yet commanding, and it sent a shiver down his spine. He turned to see a woman leaning casually against the wall, her arms crossed. She was tall, her figure accentuated by a tight black corset that hugged her curves. Her dark hair framed her face, and her piercing eyes seemed to look straight through him.

“I… uh…” Rick stammered, his mouth suddenly dry.

The woman smiled, a slow, knowing smile that made Rick’s pulse quicken. “You look lost,” she said, pushing off the wall and stepping closer. “I’m Carrie.”

“Rick,” he managed to choke out.

Carrie circled him slowly, her gaze appraising. “You’re nervous,” she observed. “That’s okay. Everyone is nervous their first time.” She stopped in front of him, her lips curling into a smirk. “Unless you’re not here for the first time?”

“No, I mean… yes, it’s my first time,” Rick admitted, his cheeks burning.

“Good,” Carrie said, her voice smooth. “I like breaking in new subs.”

Rick’s breath caught. Her words sent a jolt of excitement through him, mixed with a faint edge of fear. Before he could respond, Carrie took his hand and led him through the club, weaving past the scenes of domination and submission until they reached a private room at the back.

The room was smaller than the main area, with a padded bench in the center and shelves lined with various toys and restraints. Carrie closed the door behind them, and the sudden silence felt heavy.

“Take off your clothes,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Rick hesitated for a moment, then began to undress, his hands trembling as he fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Carrie watched him intently, her arms crossed, her expression unreadable. When he was finally naked, she gestured toward the bench.

“Lie down.”

Rick obeyed, his heart racing as he stretched out on the cool, padded surface. Carrie walked over to the shelf and selected a set of leather restraints, quickly binding Rick’s wrists and ankles to the bench. The leather was snug but not painful, and the feeling of being immobilized sent a thrill through him.

“Comfortable?” Carrie asked, her lips curving into a sly smile.

Rick nodded, his throat too dry to speak.

“Good.” Carrie ran a finger along his chest, her touch light but electric. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

Rick frowned, confused. “Should I?”

Carrie leaned closer, her breath warm against his ear. “We’re family, Rick. Distant cousins.”

Rick’s eyes widened. “What? How—”

“It doesn’t matter,” Carrie interrupted, straightening up. “In fact, it makes this even better.” She reached for something on the shelf, and Rick’s stomach tightened when he saw the butt plug in her hand. It was small but intimidating, sleek and black.

“Relax,” Carrie murmured, her voice soothing as she coated the plug with lube.

Rick tensed as she positioned it at his entrance, his body instinctively resisting. But Carrie was patient, applying gentle pressure until the plug slipped inside. The sensation was strange—a mix of fullness and discomfort—but as Carrie began to move it in shallow thrusts, the discomfort gave way to a strange kind of pleasure.

“Feel good?” Carrie asked, her hand moving to his cock, which was already hard and leaking.

“Yes,” Rick gasped, his hips bucking involuntarily as she began to stroke him.

“Good boy,” Carrie purred, her grip tightening slightly. “But don’t cum yet.”

Rick groaned, his body trembling as Carrie continued to tease him, alternating between stroking his cock and playing with the plug. The pleasure was overwhelming, but whenever he got close to orgasm, she would slow down or stop entirely, leaving him desperate and frustrated.

“Please,” Rick begged, his voice hoarse. “Let me cum.”

“Not yet,” Carrie said firmly, removing the plug and replacing it with a larger dildo.

She coated it with lube and positioned it at his entrance once more. This time, there was no gentleness. She pushed the dildo inside him in one smooth motion, and Rick cried out, the stretch almost too much to bear.

But then she started to move it, thrusting it in and out at a steady pace, and the pain gave way to pleasure once more. Rick’s moans grew louder as Carrie fucked him with the dildo, her hand working his cock in rhythm with her thrusts.

“Come on, Ricky,” she taunted, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Cum for me.”

Rick’s body convulsed as he finally reached his climax, his release spurting onto his chest as Carrie continued to thrust the dildo inside him. The pleasure was intense, almost too much to handle, and when she finally stopped, Rick was left panting and spent.

Carrie unbuckled the restraints and helped him sit up, her expression softening. “You did well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “Just remember… what happens here stays here. Our secret.”

Rick nodded, his mind still reeling from the experience. As he watched Carrie leave the room, he couldn’t help but wonder what would happen next.

HIS SISTER-IN-LAW’S PANTIES

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Panty Fetish / Small Penis Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Bondage / Handjob / Fertility / PIV Sex

“Where are they, Hal?” Karla’s voice was sharp, her arms crossed over her chest as she stood in the doorway.

Hal felt his stomach drop. He hadn’t expected her to confront him like this. Not now. Not ever.

“I—I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Hal stammered, his face flushing as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

Karla raised an eyebrow, stepping inside without waiting for an invitation. “Don’t play dumb with me. I know you took them. My panties. They were in the hamper this morning, and now they’re gone. Joe’s out of town, and you were the only one in the house.”

Hal’s throat went dry. He opened his mouth to protest, but the words stuck in his throat. Karla’s eyes narrowed, and she crossed the room in a few quick strides, standing so close he could smell her perfume—something light and floral, mixed with the faint scent of sweat from the day.

“You’re a terrible liar, Hal,” she said softly, her lips curling into a smirk. “Now, are you going to tell me where they are, or do I have to search this place myself?”

Hal swallowed hard, his mind racing. He couldn’t think of a way out of this. Reluctantly, he gestured toward the bedroom. Karla followed him, her heels echoing on the hardwood floor. When they reached the room, Hal hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached under the pillow and pulled out the crumpled pair of panties.

Karla’s eyes lit up as she snatched them from his hand, holding them up like a trophy. “You really couldn’t resist, huh?” she taunted, her voice dripping with amusement. “My brother-in-law, sneaking around to steal my dirty underwear.”

Hal’s face burned with humiliation. He couldn’t look at her, couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze. But Karla wasn’t done teasing him.

“Take it out,” she ordered, her tone suddenly serious.

Hal froze. “What?”

“You heard me,” Karla said, stepping closer. “Take out your cock. Or do I need to tell Joe about this little fetish of yours?”

Panic surged through Hal. He knew she was serious. Slowly, reluctantly, he unzipped his pants, his hands shaking as he pulled out his half-hard cock. Karla let out a low laugh, her eyes raking over him.

“Oh my God,” she said, smirking. “It’s even smaller than I imagined.”

Hal’s humiliation deepened, but there was something else too—a strange, twisted arousal that he couldn’t ignore. Karla knelt in front of him, her fingers brushing against his shaft as she examined him.

“Go on,” she said, leaning back slightly. “Jerk off for me.”

Hal hesitated, but the sharp look in Karla’s eyes left no room for argument. He wrapped his hand around his cock slowly, moving it up and down as he tried to ignore the heat creeping up his neck. Karla watched him intently, her lips parted slightly as she enjoyed the sight of him degrading himself for her amusement.

After a moment, she stood up, pacing the room like she was thinking. Then she turned back to him, her eyes gleaming with mischief.

“Put them on,” she said, holding out the panties.

Hal stared at her, confusion and shame swirling inside him. “What?”

“The panties,” Karla repeated, her voice firm. “Put them on.”

Hal shook his head, his voice barely above a whisper. “I can’t—”

“You can, and you will,” Karla interrupted, her tone leaving no room for argument. “Or I’ll call Joe right now and tell him everything.”

Hal’s heart raced as he took the panties from her hands. His fingers fumbled as he stepped into them, pulling them up over his hips. The fabric clung to him, soft and silky, and he hated how strangely thrilling it felt.

Karla let out a mocking laugh, circling him like a predator inspecting its prey. “Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “My brother-in-law, wearing my panties like a little sissy.”

Hal clenched his fists, but he didn’t dare defy her. Karla turned toward the closet, rummaging through it until she found a few silk ties. She returned to him, her movements confident as she grabbed his wrists and tied them to the bedposts.

“What are you doing?” Hal asked, his voice shaky as she secured the knots.

“Shut up,” Karla said sharply, her hands moving down to his exposed cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking him slowly as she leaned in close to his ear. “You’re going to do exactly what I say, understand?”

Hal nodded, his breathing uneven as her touch sent jolts of pleasure through him. Karla continued teasing him, her grip tightening slightly as she moved her hand up and down his length.

“Does that feel good?” she murmured, her lips brushing against his ear. Hal nodded again, unable to speak as the sensation overwhelmed him.

“Beg me to let you cum,” Karla whispered, her voice low and commanding.

Tears pricked at Hal’s eyes as he forced the words out. “Please…please let me cum.”

Karla chuckled darkly, her fingers tightening around his shaft. “Not yet,” she said, her breath hot against his skin. “First, there’s something you need to know.”

She leaned back slightly, her hand still working his cock as she looked him straight in the eye. “Joe’s infertile,” she said bluntly. Hal’s eyes widened, his mind struggling to process what he was hearing.

“But I’m determined to have a baby,” Karla continued, her voice steady. “And you’re going to help me.”

Before Hal could respond, Karla climbed onto the bed, straddling him as she positioned herself over his cock. She reached down, guiding him inside her as she lowered herself onto him inch by inch. Hal gasped at the sensation of her warmth enveloping him, his body trembling beneath her.

“That’s it,” Karla murmured, her hands gripping his shoulders as she began to move. Her hips rolled against his, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through both of them.

“Oh God…” Hal moaned, biting his lip trying to hold back but Karla was relentless and so goddamn perfect that he couldn’t stop himself.

Then, with one final thrust, Hal exploded inside her, his entire body shaking with pleasure as he came undone. Karla stayed on top of him for a moment longer, her breath uneven as she enjoyed the last remnants of their shared ecstasy.

Finally, she untied Hal’s wrists, her movements quick and efficient as she got off the bed. She straightened her clothes, looking down at him with a smug smile.

“This stays between us,” she said firmly. “If Joe finds out, you’re dead. Understand?”

Hal nodded weakly, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. Karla grabbed her purse and headed for the door, pausing briefly to glance back at him.

“Oh, and Hal?” she said, her voice casual now. “Be ready for next time. I’m not done with you yet.”

With that, she walked out, leaving Hal lying there on the bed, still wearing her panties and utterly unsure of what he had just gotten himself into.

“So,” she said, leaning casually against the doorframe, “same time next week?”

DONNIE’S DISAPPOINTMENT

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Small Penis Humiliation / Jerk Off Instructions / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Donnie’s thumb hovered over the send button, his heart pounding in his chest. The text to Kaitlyn was simple, but it felt like the most important thing he’d ever written. “Come over. We need to talk.” He hit send before he could second-guess himself, tossing the phone onto the couch beside him. He leaned back, rubbing his temples, wondering if she’d even respond.

She did. “Fine. Be there in 20.”

Those words sent a chill down his spine. Twenty minutes. That was all the time he had to prepare for this conversation—no, confrontation. Kaitlyn wasn’t the type to mince words, and she’d made her choice clear when she’d agreed to marry Gary. But Donnie couldn’t let it go. Not without understanding why.

When the knock came, he almost jumped out of his skin. He opened the door, and there she was, standing in the hallway with her arms crossed, her expression a mix of annoyance and curiosity. She didn’t wait for an invitation, brushing past him into the apartment. Her heels tapped sharply against the hardwood floor as she made her way to the couch, sitting down with a sigh.

“Alright, Donnie,” she said, leaning back and crossing her legs. “What’s so important that you had to summon me here?”

Donnie sat down across from her, his hands clasped tightly together. He could feel the sweat forming on his palms, the weight of his own insecurity pressing down on him. “Why?” he blurted out, unable to hold it back any longer. “Why did you choose Gary? What does he have that I don’t?”

Kaitlyn raised an eyebrow, a faint smirk playing on her lips. She looked at him like he was a child who’d asked a stupid question. “Really, Donnie? You honestly don’t know?”

He shook his head, his chest tightening. “No. I don’t.”

She laughed softly, leaning forward, her elbows resting on her knees. “Fine. I’ll spell it out for you. It’s your dick, Donnie. It’s… small. Like, really small. You couldn’t satisfy me if you tried.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. He blinked, his face flushing with embarrassment and anger. “That’s not fair,” he stammered. “I… I can do better. Just give me one more chance. Please.”

Kaitlyn tilted her head, considering him for a moment. Then she laughed again, shaking her head. “You’re serious? You actually think you can change my mind?”

“Yes,” he said, his voice trembling with desperation. “Just give me one more chance.”

She sighed, standing up and looking down at him with a mixture of pity and amusement. “Alright, Donnie. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

They moved to the bedroom, the tension thick in the air. Kaitlyn stood by the bed, her arms crossed, waiting. Donnie hesitated, his hands trembling as he reached for his belt. “Take it out,” she said, her voice cold and commanding. “Let me see it.”

He obeyed, pulling down his pants and underwear, exposing himself to her. Kaitlyn’s eyes flicked down, and she smirked. “Oh, my god. It’s even smaller than I remembered.”

Donnie’s face burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the way her words made him feel. There was something about her cruelty, her indifference, that sent a jolt of arousal through him. He hated it, but he couldn’t help it.

“Go on,” she said, gesturing toward him. “Jerk off. Let’s see how pathetic you really are.”

He hesitated for a moment, then wrapped his hand around himself, starting to stroke slowly. Kaitlyn watched with a smirk, her arms still crossed. “Look at you,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “So desperate. So weak. Do you seriously think you could ever compare to Gary?”

Her words cut deep, but they only fueled his arousal. His strokes became faster, more urgent, his breath coming in shallow gasps. Kaitlyn stepped closer, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “You’re nothing, Donnie. You’ll never be enough for me.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine, and he felt himself getting closer to the edge. But before he could finish, Kaitlyn pulled away, shaking her head. “That’s enough. Get on the bed.”

He obeyed quickly, lying down on the bed as she stripped off her clothes.

She stood before him, completely naked, her body just as perfect as he remembered. She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. “Eat me,” she commanded, her voice cold and unyielding.

Donnie hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, his tongue finding her clit. He licked slowly at first, savoring the taste of her, the way she gasped and moaned above him. He increased the pressure, swirling his tongue around her clit, listening to the sounds she made.

Kaitlyn’s hands gripped the sheets, her back arching as she pressed herself harder against his mouth. “Oh, god,” she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Donnie obeyed, focusing all his attention on her clit, sucking and licking until she was writhing beneath him. Her moans grew louder, more frantic, until she finally came with a shuddering gasp, her body trembling with the force of her orgasm.

She lay back against the pillows, catching her breath, a satisfied smile on her lips. “Well,” she said, her voice soft but mocking. “At least you’re good for one thing.”

Donnie felt a pang of humiliation, but he couldn’t deny the thrill he’d felt from pleasuring her. It was something, at least.

“Donnie,” Kaitlyn said, sitting up and looking down at him with a serious expression. “Gary can never find out about this. Do you understand? If he does, this will never happen again.”

He nodded quickly, his heart pounding in his chest. “I won’t tell him. I swear.”

She smirked, leaning down to kiss him briefly before pulling away. “Good. Maybe, if you’re lucky, I’ll let you do this again sometime.”

Donnie watched as she got dressed, his mind racing with conflicting emotions. He hated himself for being so weak, for letting her treat him this way. But at the same time, he couldn’t deny the way her cruelty had turned him on. He wanted more. He needed more.

As Kaitlyn headed for the door, she glanced back at him one last time. “Remember, Donnie. This stays between us.”

He nodded again, watching silently as she walked out of the apartment and closed the door behind her. He lay back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, his mind still reeling from what had just happened. He felt used, humiliated… but also strangely satisfied.

And he knew he’d do anything to feel that way again.

FRANK’S SURPRISE REUNION

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Bondage / Rope / Blindfold / Nipple Clamps / Blindfold / Dildo / Anal

"Strip." Mara's voice was low, commanding, and left no room for argument.

Frank hesitated for only a second before his hands moved to the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head. The air felt cool against his skin, but it did nothing to calm the heat rising in him.

Mara watched him intently, her eyes dark with something that made his stomach twist in excitement and fear. Her lips curled into a sly smile as she stepped closer, her heels silent against the plush carpet. "Everything," she added, her tone sharp.

Frank’s fingers fumbled with his belt, then the button of his jeans. Soon, he stood bare before her, his body trembling slightly under her gaze.

She circled him slowly, her eyes raking over every inch of him. "You’ve been a good boy so far," she murmured, her voice smooth as silk. "But we’re just getting started."

Frank swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He had been dreaming of this moment, fantasizing about it in the quiet hours of the night. But now that it was here, he felt both exhilarated and terrified.

—

It started a few weeks ago.

Frank had always been submissive. One evening, he was browsing through the posts on a BDSM forum. That’s when he saw her. Mistress Mara was the name on her profile. Something in her eyes was familiar, reminding him of pleasures long ago. He knew he had to meet her.

He quickly sent her a message, and to his surprise, she wrote back. When she invited him over to her house for a session, Frank was thrilled.

—

Now, Frank was standing naked in Mara’s bedroom.

Mara stepped away briefly, returning with a length of rope in her hands. She didn’t say a word as she guided him toward the bed, her touch firm but not unkind. Frank’s knees hit the edge of the mattress, and he let her push him down onto his back. She worked quickly, tying his wrists to the headboard with practiced ease. The rope bit into his skin just enough to remind him of his helplessness. She moved to his ankles, securing them to the foot of the bed. When she was done, he was spread out before her, completely at her mercy.

"You look perfect like this," she said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. She stepped back, tilting her head as she admired her handiwork.

Then, without warning, she reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head. Frank’s breath caught in his throat as she revealed the black lace lingerie underneath. It clung to her curves, leaving little to the imagination. She was stunning, and he couldn’t take his eyes off her.

"Do you recognize me yet?" she asked suddenly, her tone shifting.

Frank frowned, confusion flickering across his face. That sense of familiarity he’d been trying to place since he first saw her suddenly surged forward.

"Think hard," she urged, her smile turning sly. Memories began to surface—summer days by the lake, laughter, a girl with the same piercing eyes. But now, she was using a different name. His stomach dropped. "Amy…?" he whispered, his voice barely audible.

"That’s right," she said, her smile widening. "Your half-sister. Surprised?"

Frank’s mind raced, his heart pounding even faster now. This couldn’t be real. He hadn’t seen Amy since they were kids. It had to be some kind of twisted joke. But the look in her eyes told him otherwise. "Why…?" he managed to choke out, struggling against the ropes in a sudden burst of panic.

"Because I want you," she said simply, as if that explained everything. She leaned down, her face inches from his. "And because I know you want this too. Don’t bother denying it."

Frank’s cheeks burned with shame, but he couldn’t deny the truth in her words. His body betrayed him, his cock already hard and straining against nothing. Mara noticed, of course, and laughed softly. "Good boy," she purred.

She straightened, reaching for something on the bedside table. A blindfold—black and soft—appeared in her hands. She didn’t ask for permission before slipping it over his eyes, plunging him into darkness. Suddenly, every sensation was amplified. He could feel the warmth of her body as she leaned over him, the faint scent of her perfume filling his nose. Her fingers brushed against his chest, and he shuddered.

"Let’s see how much you can take," she murmured, her voice low and teasing.

Something cold and metallic touched his skin—nipple clamps. She attached them one by one, tightening them just enough to make him gasp. The pain was sharp but fleeting, quickly replaced by a strange, throbbing pleasure. Mara’s hands trailed down his torso, her nails scraping lightly against his skin. He squirmed under her touch, his cock twitching in anticipation.

Then, he felt it—the unmistakable buzz of a vibrator against his inner thigh. He groaned, his hips bucking instinctively. Mara laughed again, the sound sending shivers down his spine. "You’re so needy," she teased, moving the vibrator closer to his cock but not quite touching it.

Frank whimpered, his entire body begging for release. "Please," he whispered, the word slipping out before he could stop it.

"Please what?" she asked, her voice dripping with mock innocence. "Say it."

Frank hesitated, humiliation washing over him. But the need was too strong to resist. "Please… let me cum," he begged, his voice trembling.

Mara rewarded him by finally pressing the vibrator against the base of his cock. The sensation was overwhelming, and he arched off the bed with a strangled cry.

But she didn’t let him finish. Just as he was on the edge, she pulled the vibrator away, leaving him aching and desperate. "Not yet," she said, her tone firm.

Frank groaned in frustration, but there was nothing he could do but wait. He heard her moving around, the sound of something being opened—a drawer, maybe. Then, he felt something cold and slick against his entrance. His eyes widened behind the blindfold. "Mara—"

"Shh," she interrupted, her voice soothing. "Relax."

She pressed the tip of the dildo against him, slowly pushing it inside. Frank gasped, his body tensing momentarily before giving way. The stretch was intense but not unbearable, and soon she was sliding it in deeper and deeper. Once it was fully inside her, she began to move it in slow, steady thrusts. The sensation was unlike anything he’d ever felt—strange and overwhelming, but incredibly pleasurable.

"You like that, don’t you?" Mara asked, her voice knowing.

Frank nodded weakly, too lost in the sensation to form words. She picked up the pace, fucking him harder with the dildo until he was writhing beneath her. The combination of the vibrator and the dildo was too much, and he felt himself teetering on the edge once again.

"Mara, I’m going to—" he started, but she cut him off.

"Cum," she commanded.

And just like that, he did. Waves of pleasure crashed over him as he came harder than he ever had before. Mara didn’t stop until he was completely spent, pulling the dildo out slowly and removing the blindfold.

When he could finally focus again, Mara was smiling down at him. She untied the ropes binding him to the bed, her touch almost gentle now.

Once he was free, she reached for something else—a black leather collar. She fastened it around his neck with a soft click. "Same time next week," she said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Frank didn’t argue. He couldn’t. All he could think about was how much he already wanted more.

SURRENDING TO HIS HALF-SISTER

FM / Taboo / Femdom / BDSM / Bondage / Restraints / Cunnilingus / Wax Play / Buttplug / Vibrator

Kyle knocked on the door of Mica’s house, his heart racing. He hadn’t expected to find out he had a half-sister, let alone one who lived just a few towns over. Curiosity had driven him to reach out, and now, standing on her porch, he felt a mix of nerves and anticipation. The door swung open, and there she was—Mica. She looked like him in some ways, the same sharp cheekbones and hazel eyes, but her presence was entirely her own.

“Kyle,” she said with a smile, stepping aside to let him in. “Come on in.”

He walked into her living room, and his eyes immediately widened. The space was sleek and modern, but what caught his attention were the leather restraints hanging from hooks on the wall, the assortment of whips and paddles neatly arranged on a shelf, and the unmistakable scent of leather lingering in the air. His stomach tightened, a strange heat creeping up his neck.

Mica noticed his expression and chuckled softly. “Surprised?”

“Uh… yeah,” he stammered, glancing around. “I wasn’t expecting… this.”

She tilted her head, studying him with a playful smirk. “Does it make you uncomfortable?”

Kyle hesitated. Uncomfortable wasn’t the word he’d use. It was something else, something he couldn’t quite put his finger on. His gaze lingered on a pair of handcuffs hanging from a nearby hook, and he felt an unexpected tug of arousal. His jeans suddenly felt too tight.

Mica’s eyes flicked downward, noticing the subtle bulge in his pants. Her smirk widened. “Oh, Kyle,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “We’re family. You shouldn’t be looking at me like that.”

His face burned, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “I… I know. I’m sorry. It’s just…”

She stepped closer, her gaze piercing. “Just what?”

The words spilled out before he could stop them. “I want you to dominate me.”

For a moment, Mica just stared at him, her expression unreadable. Then, slowly, she nodded. “Alright,” she said softly. “But remember, this stays between us. No one can ever know.”

Kyle nodded fervently. “I promise.”

She took his hand and led him down the hallway to her bedroom. The room was dimly lit, the walls adorned with more BDSM equipment. Mica gestured toward the bed. “Take off your clothes.”

His hands trembled as he obeyed, stripping down until he was completely naked. Mica watched him, her eyes roaming over his body. She turned and opened a drawer, pulling out a sleek black leather catsuit. She stepped into it, the material clinging to her curves as she zipped it up. The sight of her in the tight outfit made Kyle’s cock twitch.

She grabbed a set of leather restraints and approached him. “Lie down,” she commanded.

He obeyed, lying back on the bed as she secured his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. The restraints were tight, but the sensation only heightened his arousal. Mica climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest. She reached behind her, unzipping the crotch of her catsuit.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

Kyle did as he was told, and she lowered herself onto his face. Her wetness pressed against his lips, and he instinctively began to lick and suck. Mica moaned softly, grinding against him as she rode his face. Her movements grew more intense, her moans louder, until she finally came with a shudder, her juices flowing into his mouth.

She climbed off him, her cheeks flushed. “Good boy,” she purred, running a hand through his hair.

Next, she grabbed a candle from the nightstand and lit it. She held it over his chest, tilting it just enough to let the hot wax drip onto his skin. Kyle hissed at the sensation, his body jerking against the restraints. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending jolts of electricity through him.

Mica continued to drip wax onto his body, moving down toward his hips. She set the candle aside and picked up a buttplug, slicking it with lube. Without warning, she pressed it into his ass. Kyle gasped, his cock throbbing as the plug stretched him.

She grabbed a vibrator and turned it on, the faint hum filling the room. She dragged it along his cock, teasing him until he was begging.

“Please,” he groaned. “Let me cum.”

Mica shook her head, a wicked smile on her lips. “Not yet.”

She teased him relentlessly, edging him closer and closer to release. Finally, she leaned down, her breath hot against his ear. “Promise me you’ll keep this a secret.”

“I promise,” Kyle gasped.

“Good.” She turned the vibrator up to its highest setting, pressing it against his cock. Kyle came with a cry, his body trembling as waves of pleasure crashed over him.

Mica unbuckled the restraints, freeing him. He lay there, panting, his mind racing. This was wrong—so wrong—but he couldn’t deny the thrill of it.

Mica leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “We’ll play again soon,” she whispered.

Kyle nodded, a flicker of anticipation already stirring inside him. He knew it was wrong, but he wanted more.

A STEPBROTHER’S BDSM SECRET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Verbal Humiliation / Masturbation / Jerk Off Instructions / Blackmail / Bondage / Cunnilingus / Handjob / Ruined Orgasm

David’s heart raced as Jessica snatched his laptop from the coffee table, her smirk already spreading across her face. Jessica had tormented David since they were kids. After David’s dad married Jessica’s mom, he couldn’t escape her taunts and bullying.

“I just need to check my email real quick,” Jessica said, her tone dripping with mock innocence.

He reached for it, but she twisted away, her fingers already tapping at the keyboard. His stomach dropped when he heard the sharp gasp that escaped her lips.

“Oh my God,” Jessica laughed, her voice high-pitched and mocking. “What the hell is this?”

She turned the screen toward him, and there it was—a BDSM site, open and glaringly obvious. David’s face burned. He could feel the heat creeping up his neck, his ears, his cheeks. He opened his mouth to explain, but no words came out.

Jessica’s laughter only grew louder. “David, I didn’t know you were into this kind of stuff! Tied up, huh? You like being told what to do?”

She leaned back on the couch, her eyes scanning him with a mix of amusement and something else—something that made his skin prickle. He shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide the growing bulge in his pants, but it was too late. Her gaze dropped to his lap, and her grin widened.

“Oh, wow,” she said, her voice low now, almost purring. “You’re actually turned on by this, aren’t you? You’re such a freak.” She stood up, towering over him as he sat frozen on the couch. “Take off your pants.”

David’s breath caught. “What? No—”

“Do it,” she interrupted, her voice sharp. “Or I’ll tell everyone about your little… hobby.” Her eyes flicked back to the laptop, then to him again. “Mom would love to hear about this. Dad too.”

His hands trembled as he fumbled with his belt. He couldn’t let her tell them. He couldn’t. The buckle clicked open, and he slid his pants down, his boxers tented obscenely. Jessica let out a low whistle, her eyes locked on his cock.

“Now jerk off,” she commanded, crossing her arms over her chest. “And don’t stop until I say so.”

David hesitated, his face burning hotter than ever. But the threat hung in the air, heavy and suffocating. He wrapped his hand around himself, his touch tentative at first. Jessica rolled her eyes.

“Faster,” she snapped. He obeyed, his hand moving quicker, the friction sending sparks through him.

He could feel himself getting closer, the tension building in his gut. But just as he was about to tip over the edge, Jessica’s voice cut through the haze.

“Stop.”

He froze, his hand still gripping his cock, his body trembling with the effort of holding back. Jessica smirked, clearly enjoying his struggle. She walked over to the closet and pulled out one of his neckties, the silk sliding through her fingers.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

He complied without a word, his wrists pressed together as she tied them tightly with the tie. The fabric dug into his skin, but he didn’t dare complain. Jessica stepped back, surveying her work with satisfaction.

“Lie down,” she said, pointing to the floor. He did as he was told, his body stiff and awkward as he lowered himself onto the carpet.

Jessica straddled his face, her skirt riding up as she settled over him. The scent of her filled his nostrils, musky and sweet. She gripped his hair, forcing his mouth against her.

“Eat,” she commanded, her voice firm.

David’s tongue moved instinctively, lapping at her folds. She was wet already, her arousal evident in the way she ground herself against his face. He focused on her clit, swirling his tongue around it in tight circles. Jessica moaned, her grip on his hair tightening as she rocked against him.

“That’s it,” she breathed, her voice shaky now. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He couldn’t. His tongue worked faster, more insistently, and he could feel her thighs trembling around him. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, until finally, she came with a sharp cry, her body shuddering above him.

Jessica pulled away, her breathing heavy as she looked down at him. “Good boy,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. She untied his hands and stood up, smoothing her skirt back into place. “Now beg me to let you cum.”

David’s cock throbbed painfully, still hard and aching. “Please,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Please let me cum.”

Jessica smirked and knelt beside him, her hand wrapping around his shaft. She stroked him slowly at first, her touch teasing and deliberate. He groaned, his hips bucking into her hand.

“Keep going,” he begged, his voice breaking.

She obliged, her hand moving quicker now, her grip tight. He was so close, so close—but then she stopped again, her hand stilling just as he was about to tip over the edge. A pathetic dribble of cum leaked from the tip of his cock, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t nearly enough.

Jessica laughed, her voice cruel and mocking. “Pathetic,” she said, standing up and wiping her hand on a tissue. “From now on, you do what I say. Got it?”

David nodded weakly, his body still trembling with unspent desire. “Yes,” he whispered.

“Good,” she said, her smirk widening. “Because if you don’t…” She glanced at the laptop again, letting the threat hang in the air.

David knew he had no choice. He would do whatever she said. Whatever it took to keep his secret safe.

A BAD INFLUENCE

FFM / Femdom / Cuckold / Taboo / Creampie / Cunnilingus / Cum Eating / Masturbation

Zack’s jaw clenched as he paced the living room, the clock on the wall ticking louder with every passing second. It was past midnight, and Elsa wasn’t home. Again. His mind raced with images of her out with her, his least favorite person in the world—Marianne. Elsa’s sister was a walking red flag, always dressed in clothes that left little to the imagination, always whispering something into Elsa’s ear that made Zack’s skin crawl.

And tonight? Tonight, they’d gone out for drinks. “Just girls’ night,” Elsa had said, but Zack knew better. Marianne didn’t do “just” anything. She was trouble.

The sound of keys jingling in the front door snapped him out of his spiraling thoughts. Zack froze, his fists tightening at his sides. The door creaked open, and there they were—Elsa and Marianne, stumbling in, laughing like they hadn’t a care in the world.

Zack’s eyes narrowed as he took them in. Their hair was a mess, their makeup smeared, and their clothes… God, their clothes were torn in ways that made his stomach churn. Elsa’s dress was barely hanging onto her shoulders, and Marianne’s skirt was riding up so high he could see the edge of her thong.

“You’re back,” Zack said, his voice low and strained, barely masking the anger bubbling beneath the surface.

Elsa’s giggle was cut short as she turned to him, her eyes glittering with something he couldn’t quite place. “Zack,” she slurred, her lips curving into a drunken smile. “You’re still up?”

“Yeah, I’m still up,” he snapped, stepping closer. “What the hell happened to you two? You look like… like…” He trailed off, unable to say the words. Like you just got fucked raw.

Marianne let out a sharp laugh, her hand resting on her hip as she swayed on her heels. “Oh, don’t be such a prude, Zack,” she purred, her voice dripping with that infuriating smugness he’d come to despise. “We were just at a little party. You know, the kind where people actually have fun.”

Zack’s eyes darted between the two of them, his chest tightening. “A party? Is that what you’re calling it now?” He turned to Elsa, his voice cracking. “Elsa, what the hell is going on?”

Elsa’s smile faltered for a moment, but then she shrugged, her shoulders lifting in a way that made Zack’s blood boil. “It was an orgy, Zack,” she said, her tone casual, like she was talking about the weather. “Marianne took me. It was… amazing.”

The words hit him like a punch to the gut. “An orgy?” he repeated, his voice rising. “You’re fucking kidding me, right?”

Marianne stepped forward, her smirk widening. “Oh, she’s not kidding,” she said, her fingers trailing down Elsa’s arm. “Your wife was the star of the show. Five guys, Zack. Five. She took them all like a champ.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, but to his horror, he felt something else stirring in him—something dark and primal. “Elsa,” he said, his voice trembling. “Tell me this isn’t true.”

Elsa’s gaze met his, and for the first time that night, she looked at him with something other than indifference. “It’s true,” she said, her voice steady. “And you know what? It was the best sex I’ve ever had. Marianne was right. You don’t… you don’t satisfy me, Zack.”

The words cut deeper than any knife could. Zack’s fists clenched tighter, but he couldn’t tear his eyes away from her. “Marianne, you’re a fucking cancer,” he spat, turning to her. “You’ve been poisoning her against me from the start.”

Marianne’s laugh was sharp and cruel. “Oh, please. I just opened her eyes to what she’s been missing. You’ve got a small dick, Zack, and let’s face it—you’re boring in bed. Elsa deserves better.”

Elsa stepped closer to Marianne, her fingers intertwining with her sister’s. “She’s not wrong,” she said, her voice softer now, but no less cutting. “I’ve been… empty, Zack. And tonight? Tonight, I felt alive again.”

Zack’s head was spinning. He wanted to scream, to throw something, to demand answers—but he couldn’t. Instead, he just stood there, his body trembling with a mix of rage and something he didn’t want to admit: arousal. The thought of Elsa being taken by multiple men, of her losing herself in pleasure… it disgusted him, but it also excited him in a way he couldn’t explain.

Elsa and Marianne exchanged a look, their lips curving into identical smirks. Then, without a word, they both walked over to the couch, their movements slow and deliberate. Zack watched, paralyzed, as they sat down, their legs spreading in unison. Elsa’s dress rode up, revealing the glistening mess between her thighs. Marianne’s skirt followed suit, and Zack’s breath caught in his throat as he saw the evidence of their night—cum leaking from their pussies, still wet and glistening in the dim light.

“Zack,” Elsa said, her voice soft but commanding. “Come here.”

He hesitated, his feet rooted to the floor. “What?” he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“I said, come here,” she repeated, her eyes locking onto his. “I want you to eat me out. Clean me up.”

Zack’s heart was pounding in his chest, his mind torn between disgust and desire. He couldn’t move, couldn’t think—but his body betrayed him, taking a step forward before he even realized it.

Marianne’s laugh cut through the silence. “That’s it,” she teased, her fingers trailing over her own pussy. “At least you’re good for something, Zack.”

Zack knelt in front of Elsa, his hands trembling as they gripped her thighs. He leaned in, his tongue hesitating for just a moment before he pressed it against her wet folds. The taste was salty and bitter, a reminder of what she’d done, but it only made him harder. Elsa’s moan was soft and breathy, her fingers tangling in his hair as he worked his tongue deeper.

Marianne watched, her own fingers dipping into her pussy as she let out a low, satisfied hum. “Oh, fuck,” she murmured, her eyes on Zack. “You’re better at that than I thought.”

Zack ignored her, focusing on Elsa, on the way her body responded to him. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster as her moans grew louder. But then Marianne’s fingers were in his face, pressing against his lips, and before he could stop himself, he opened his mouth, sucking on them, tasting her too.

“Good boy,” Marianne purred, her fingers slipping out of his mouth and trailing down to her own pussy. “Now, do me.”

Zack hesitated, but Elsa’s hand in his hair tightened, urging him forward. He moved between Marianne’s legs, his tongue exploring her with the same desperation as he had Elsa’s. Marianne’s moans were louder, more unrestrained, and Zack could feel her thighs trembling around his head as he worked her clit.

“Oh, fuck,” Marianne gasped, her back arching off the couch. “Don’t stop, Zack. Don’t stop.”

Zack didn’t. He licked and sucked, his tongue moving faster and faster until Marianne’s body went rigid, her juices gushing into his mouth as she came with a loud, shuddering cry.

Elsa watched, her fingers stroking her own pussy, her breath coming in soft, uneven gasps. “At least you’re useful for something,” she murmured, her eyes meeting Zack’s as he pulled away from Marianne, his face wet and glistening.

The two women exchanged a look, their smirks almost identical, before they stood, their legs still slightly unsteady. “We’re going to bed,” Elsa said, her voice calm, like nothing had happened. “Don’t stay up too late, Zack.”

Marianne’s laugh followed them as they walked away, leaving Zack on his knees, his body trembling with confusion, anger, and an undeniable, shameful arousal.

A STEPMOTHER’S OFFER

FM / Femdom / Findom / Taboo / Blackmail / Masturbation / Blowjob

“You’re more fun than your dad,” Ophelia purred, her lips brushing against James’s ear as she leaned in, her breath warm and intoxicating. Her voice was low, almost a whisper, but the words hit him like a shockwave.

His heart raced, his body tense, yet unable to pull away. She was magnetic, dangerous, and so utterly captivating.

James swallowed hard, his throat dry. “Ophelia, this is…” he started, but she cut him off with a finger pressed to his lips.

“Shh,” she murmured, her blue eyes locking onto his. “Stop thinking for once, James. You’re always so… restrained. Don’t you ever just want to let go?”

His mind was a whirlwind of conflicting thoughts. She’s your stepmother, one part of him screamed. But the other part, the part that had always felt small compared to his father, the part that craved something—anything—that could make him feel alive, was louder. He leaned in, and their lips met. The kiss was electric, a spark that ignited something deep within him.

—

It had all started a few weeks earlier, when James had first noticed the changes in his father’s behavior. Albert Worthington was a man of routine, meticulous and disciplined. But since Ophelia had come into his life, that routine had been disrupted.

James had always felt like a failure compared to his father. Albert was a self-made billionaire, a titan of the oil industry. James, on the other hand, lived off a trust fund, content to coast through life without ever really achieving anything. But when he saw how Ophelia was spending his father’s money—designer clothes, extravagant vacations, and a constant stream of expensive gifts—he couldn’t stay silent any longer.

Or at least, that’s what he told himself. The truth was, he wasn’t just worried about his father’s finances. He was jealous. Ophelia was young, beautiful, and captivating. She had everything James wanted, and she had it all without lifting a finger.

So, he had decided to confront his father. But when he arrived at the mansion, Albert wasn’t home. Ophelia was there instead, waiting for him like a spider in a web. And now, here he was, trapped.

—

They kissed passionately, her tongue dancing across his lips. But just as quickly as it had started, Ophelia pulled away, her expression unreadable. “That was a mistake,” she said, her voice soft but firm.

James’s heart sank, but the fire she had lit inside him wasn’t so easily extinguished. He now understood how his father could be manipulated by this beautiful woman. “Please,” he begged, his voice barely above a whisper. “Let me touch you.”

Ophelia tilted her head, a sly smile playing on her lips. “Touch me? Oh, James, you’re so innocent. But no… I won’t let you touch me. However…” She paused, her eyes gleaming with something James couldn’t quite place. “For ten thousand dollars, I’ll let you see me. All of me.”

James blinked, stunned. Ten thousand dollars? Money was nothing to him. He’d never worked a day in his life. But this was wrong, Ophelia was family. Still, he reached for his checkbook, his hands trembling slightly as he scrawled out the amount. He couldn’t believe what he was doing, but he couldn’t stop himself either.

Ophelia took the check, her smile widening. “Good boy,” she murmured, before slowly, deliberately, unzipping her dress.

The fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet, and James felt his breath catch in his throat. She was breathtaking. Her skin glowed in the soft light of the room, her curves flawless. She stood there, completely naked, and James felt his cock harden instantly.

Without thinking, he unzipped his pants, freeing himself, and began stroking his length. His eyes never left hers as she watched him, her expression a mix of amusement and something darker.

“Twenty grand,” she said suddenly, her voice breaking the silence. “And I’ll give you a blowjob.”

James didn’t hesitate. He grabbed the checkbook again, his hands shaking so much he almost couldn’t write. But he managed, and Ophelia took the check with a satisfied smile. She dropped to her knees in front of him, her lips parting as she took him into her mouth.

James groaned, his head falling back as he surrendered to the sensation. Her mouth was warm, wet, and perfect. He couldn’t hold back; it was too much, too soon. With a strangled cry, he came, his release spilling into her mouth.

Ophelia stood up, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. “Wow, that was fast,” she remarked, her tone teasing.

James’s face burned with embarrassment, but before he could say anything, Ophelia’s expression shifted. Her smile faded, replaced by something colder, more calculating. “You know,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous whisper, “your father would be so disappointed to find out about this.”

James’s heart stopped. “Ophelia, no,” he pleaded, his voice desperate. “Please, don’t tell him.”

She tilted her head, considering him. “I won’t,” she said finally. “But it’s going to cost you. Twenty thousand dollars a month. To keep my silence.”

James stared at her, horrified. He could lose everything—his trust fund, his inheritance, his father’s respect. But what choice did he have? He swallowed hard, nodding. “Okay,” he said, his voice barely audible. “Okay.”

Ophelia’s smile returned, bright and beautiful, but there was no warmth in it. “Smart boy,” she said, before turning and walking away, leaving James standing there, his life irrevocably changed.

MOTHER-IN-LAW’S PET

FM / Femdom / Sissy / Crossdressing / BDSM / Taboo / Verbal Humiliation / Paddling / Masturbation / Cum Eating

“What the hell is this, Jeremy?!” Susan’s shrill voice cut through the silence of the bedroom, her tone dripping with a mix of disgust and disbelief. She stood there, one hand clutching a frilly pink negligee, the other holding up a glossy porn magazine featuring a lingerie-clad woman in a provocative pose.

Jeremy froze in the doorway, his stomach dropping to his feet. His mouth went dry, and his heart hammered in his chest like a trapped bird. She found it. His secret box, the one he’d hidden so carefully in the back of the closet, the one that held everything he’d never dared to share with Avery—or anyone, for that matter.

“I… I can explain,” Jeremy stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

He took a step forward, but Susan held up a hand, stopping him in his tracks.

“Oh, I’m sure you can,” Susan sneered, her lips curling into a wicked smile. She dropped the negligee onto the bed and picked up a pair of lacy panties, letting them dangle from her fingers like they were evidence in a crime scene. “But let’s hear it, Jeremy. Why does my son-in-law have a box full of women’s lingerie, porn, and… what is this?” She pulled out a leather paddle, her eyebrows arching in mock surprise. “My, my, aren’t you full of surprises?”

Jeremy’s face burned with humiliation. He couldn’t bring himself to meet her gaze, his eyes darting around the room as if he might find some escape route. But there was none. He’d been caught, and there was no way out of this.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice trembling. “Don’t tell Avery.”

Susan let out a short, humorless laugh. “Don’t tell Avery? Oh, Jeremy, you really think I’m just going to keep this little secret for you? After everything you’ve already put my daughter through? Losing your job, barely contributing to the household, and now this?” She shook the panties in his direction, her eyes narrowing. “You’re a disgrace.”

Jeremy felt tears pricking at the corners of his eyes. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never have to face this moment. But Susan wasn’t done.

“I think you owe me an explanation,” she said, her voice low and dangerous. She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs with an air of superiority. “Start talking, Jeremy. And don’t even think about lying to me.”

—

Earlier that afternoon, Jeremy had been dreading the trip to the airport. Susan’s visits were always… difficult. She was the kind of woman who could make you feel like you were five years old again with just a single look. And now, with him being out of work, he knew she’d be even more insufferable than usual.

“My mother’s flight lands in an hour,” Avery had said that morning, her tone casual as she sipped her coffee. “You’ll pick her up, right?”

“Of course,” Jeremy had replied, forcing a smile. He didn’t have the heart to tell her how much he hated playing chauffeur to her judgmental mother. But he’d do anything for Avery—even if it meant enduring Susan’s snide comments and condescending attitude.

When he arrived at the airport, Susan was already waiting at the curb, her designer suitcase at her feet. She looked as put-together as ever, her long blonde hair perfectly styled, her makeup flawless. She was tall and slender, with an air of elegance that made Jeremy feel painfully average in comparison.

“Jeremy,” she said, her voice cool as she slid into the passenger seat. “How… nice to see you.”

“Hi, Susan,” he replied, trying to keep his tone neutral. He could already feel the tension in the air, thick and heavy.

The car ride was silent for the most part, but it didn’t take long for Susan to break it. “So, how’s the job search going?” she asked, her tone light but with an edge to it that made Jeremy’s stomach churn.

“It’s… uh, it’s good,” he lied, gripping the steering wheel tighter. Of course, she was bringing up his unemployment. Although he’d sent out many applications, he hadn’t gotten any interviews, but the last thing he wanted was to admit he was a failure to Susan.

“Mmm,” she hummed, not looking at him. “And how are the finances? You’re not letting my daughter shoulder all the burden, are you?”

Jeremy’s jaw tightened. “No, Susan. We’re fine.”

She didn’t respond, but the silence was worse than any words she could have said. He could feel her judgment radiating from the passenger seat, and it made his skin crawl.

When they got back to the house, Avery was still at work, and Jeremy had hoped to retreat to the safety of the garage or the TV room to avoid Susan’s incessant meddling. But that was wishful thinking.

She immediately set to work “organizing” the house, rearranging furniture, straightening picture frames, and reorganizing cabinets. Jeremy tried to stay out of her way, but it was impossible. Every time he turned around, she was there, critiquing something else.

“Honestly, Jeremy,” she said, holding up a chipped coffee mug, “how do you expect to impress anyone when you can’t even keep a decent set of dishes?”

He bit his tongue, refusing to engage. But then he heard the scream.

—

“You’re a crossdresser,” Susan said now, her voice flat as she stared at Jeremy from the bed. It wasn’t a question.

Jeremy swallowed hard, his throat tight. “I… yes,” he admitted finally, his voice barely audible.

Susan’s expression didn’t change. She was calm, calculating, and it terrified him. “And does Avery know about this little… hobby of yours?”

“No,” Jeremy whispered, his eyes filling with tears. “Please, Susan. Don’t tell her. I’ll… I’ll do anything.”

Susan’s lips curved into a slow, predatory smile. “Anything, you say?” She stood up, moving closer to him, her heels clicking against the hardwood floor. “Alright, Jeremy. Here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to prove to me just how serious you are about keeping this little secret of yours. And if you do everything I say, maybe—just maybe—I won’t tell my daughter about her husband’s… interesting taste in clothing.”

Jeremy’s heart was pounding now, his mind racing. He didn’t know what she was going to ask of him, but he already knew he wouldn’t be able to say no.

“Go on,” she said, gesturing to the box. “Put something on. I want to see just how far you’re willing to go.”

Jeremy hesitated for a moment, but then he reached into the box, pulling out the pink negligee. His hands were shaking as he slipped it on over his clothes, the soft fabric clinging to his body in a way that made him feel both exposed and strangely exhilarated.

Susan circled him, her eyes raking over his body with a mixture of amusement and disdain. “Well, well,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “Aren’t you just the perfect little sissy?”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He couldn’t. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Susan picked up the paddle from the box, running her fingers along the black leather. “Bend over the bed,” she commanded, her voice cold and authoritative.

Jeremy hesitated, but only for a moment. Then he did as he was told, his heart racing as he leaned over the edge of the bed, his hands gripping the sheets tightly.

The first slap came down hard, the sting making him gasp. “This is for lying to my daughter,” Susan said, her voice sharp.

The second slap was even harder, and Jeremy bit down on his lip to keep from crying out. “And this is for being such a pathetic excuse for a man.”

By the third slap, Jeremy’s body was trembling, but he couldn’t deny the growing arousal that was building inside him. It was humiliating, but it was there, and it was undeniable.

Susan noticed it too. “Oh, my,” she said, her tone mocking. “Looks like the little sissy likes it.” She ran the leather paddle along his back, making him shiver. “Go ahead, Jeremy. Touch yourself. Let’s see just how much of a slut you really are.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he reached down, his hand trembling as he wrapped it around his cock. It was small, just like Susan had said, and it only made him feel more exposed.

“That’s it,” Susan purred, watching him with an amused smirk. “Show me just how pathetic you are.”

Jeremy’s strokes were quick and desperate, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he tried to ignore the humiliation burning through him. But it was impossible. He could feel Susan’s eyes on him, could hear her mocking laughter, and it only made him more aroused.

When he finally came, it was with a soft gasp, his cum splattering onto the floor beneath him. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to make Susan laugh.

“That’s all you’ve got?” she taunted, her voice full of disdain. “No wonder Avery’s never satisfied.”

Jeremy’s face burned with shame, but he didn’t say anything. He just stayed bent over the bed, his body trembling as he waited for her next command.

“Clean it up,” Susan said, her voice cold. “You’re not leaving a mess in my daughter’s house.”

Jeremy hesitated, but then he slowly got down on his hands and knees, his face burning with humiliation as he leaned down to lick up his own cum.

When he was done, Susan stepped back, her expression unreadable. “Good boy,” she said, her tone softening just a little. “Now, here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to be my little sissy pet. You’ll do everything I say, and you’ll keep this little secret of yours. But if you ever step out of line…” She leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper. “I’ll tell Avery everything.”

Jeremy nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. He didn’t have a choice. He was trapped, and he knew it.

Just then, they heard the front door open, followed by Avery’s voice calling out, “I’m home!”

Jeremy’s eyes widened in panic, and he quickly scrambled to pull off the negligee, shoving it back into the box along with everything else. Susan watched him with an amused smirk, her arms crossed over her chest.

“Better hurry, Jeremy,” she said, her voice teasing. “Wouldn’t want Avery to catch her husband being such a little slut, now would we?”

—

Jeremy barely had time to compose himself before Avery walked into the bedroom, her face lighting up when she saw her mother. “Mom! You’re here!”

“Hello, sweetheart,” Susan said, her tone warm and affectionate—a stark contrast to the icy coldness she’d shown Jeremy just moments before.

Jeremy stood there, his heart still racing, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. He knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. But for now, he had no choice but to play along.

STEPSISTER’S FEET

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Masturbation / Cunnilingus

Nelson tapped his fingers on the steering wheel, his nerves buzzing as he waited outside the airport terminal. Anita’s flight had just landed, and he hadn’t seen her in years. Years. She’d been away at college, then moved across the country for work. Now, she was back—just for a visit, but still. His stepsister. The girl he’d grown up with but hadn’t really seen in so long.

When she finally emerged, Nelson’s breath caught. Anita looked… different. She walked with a confident sway, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her tight black dress hugging her curves in all the right places. Her high heels clicked against the pavement, and Nelson couldn’t help but notice how elegantly her feet moved in them. God, her feet. He’d always had a thing for feet, but this? This was something else.

“Nelson!” Anita called out, waving as she approached. She flashed him a smile that made his stomach flip. “It’s been forever!”

“Yeah,” he managed to say, his voice a little hoarse. “You look… great.”

She laughed, a light, musical sound. “You’re sweet. Thanks for picking me up.”

She slid into the passenger seat, her dress riding up just enough to reveal a hint of thigh. Nelson forced himself to focus on the road, but his mind was already racing.

The drive back to his place was filled with small talk—catching up on family gossip, reminiscing about old times. But Nelson’s thoughts kept drifting to the way Anita looked, the way she smelled, the way her heels had clicked against the floor. When they finally pulled into his driveway, he felt both relieved and on edge.

“Make yourself at home,” he said as they stepped inside, gesturing toward the living room. “Bathroom’s down the hall if you want to freshen up.”

Anita nodded, already slipping off her heels. “I think I’ll take a shower, actually. It was a long flight.”

“Sure, of course,” Nelson said, his voice a little too eager. He watched as she padded down the hall, her bare feet soft against the hardwood floors. Her feet. He swallowed hard, forcing himself to look away.

He busied himself in the kitchen, trying to distract himself from the images flooding his mind. But then he heard it—a soft gasp from the hallway. His blood ran cold. He’d forgotten about the linen closet. The place where he kept his stash of foot fetish magazines. Shit.

Sure enough, Anita emerged moments later, holding a stack of glossy magazines. Her expression was unreadable, but her eyes were wide. “Nelson,” she said slowly, her voice laced with disbelief. “What… is this?”

He froze, his heart pounding in his chest. “I… uh…” He stammered, his face flushing crimson. “It’s… it’s nothing.”

“Nothing?” Anita raised an eyebrow, holding up one of the magazines. The cover featured a close-up of a woman’s bare foot, painted toes glistening under the light. “This doesn’t look like nothing.”

Nelson felt like the walls were closing in. “Okay, fine,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I… I have a thing for feet. Okay? It’s… it’s a fetish.”

Anita stared at him for a long moment, her expression shifting from shock to something else—something he couldn’t quite place. Then, to his surprise, she smiled. A slow, knowing smile that sent a shiver down his spine.

“Well,” she said, her tone suddenly playful. “That’s… interesting.”

Nelson swallowed hard, his palms sweating. “Please,” he begged. “Don’t tell anyone. Especially not Mom and Dad.”

Anita tilted her head, considering him. Then, without a word, she walked over to the couch and sat down. She crossed her legs, her bare foot dangling just above the floor. “I won’t tell,” she said softly. “But… there’s a condition.”

Nelson’s heart raced. “What? Anything.”

Anita’s smile widened. “Suck my toes.”

His mouth went dry. Had he heard that right? His stepsister had just asked him to… No. This wasn’t real. It couldn’t be. But the way she was looking at him, the way her foot was now resting on the edge of the couch, her toes wiggling slightly—this was no joke.

“Anita,” he said, his voice trembling. “We’re… we’re family.”

“Step-family,” she corrected, her tone firm. “And I’m not asking. I’m telling you. Suck. My. Toes.”

Nelson hesitated, his mind racing. This was wrong. So wrong. But the way she was looking at him, the way her foot was so close, so perfect… He couldn’t resist. Slowly, he dropped to his knees in front of her, his heart pounding in his chest.

Anita leaned back, watching him with a mixture of amusement and something darker. “Go on,” she purred. “You know you want to.”

Nelson took a deep breath, then leaned forward, his lips brushing against her toes. They were soft, delicate, and the faint scent of her lotion filled his nostrils. He closed his eyes, letting himself get lost in the sensation as he took her big toe into his mouth, sucking gently.

Anita let out a soft moan, her head falling back against the couch. “That’s it,” she whispered, her voice husky. “Just like that.”

Encouraged, Nelson continued, his tongue swirling around her toes, his hands gripping her ankle as he worshipped her foot. He could feel himself getting harder by the second, his cock straining against his pants. Before he even realized what he was doing, he reached down and unzipped his jeans, freeing his aching erection.

Anita’s eyes flicked down, and she grinned. “Oh, you like this, don’t you?” she teased, wiggling her toes in his mouth. “You’re such a good little foot slave.”

Her words sent a jolt of pleasure through him, and he started stroking himself, his movements rough and desperate. He couldn’t believe this was happening—that his stepsister was letting him do this, that she seemed to be enjoying it just as much as he was.

“I want you to eat me out,” Anita said suddenly, her voice low and commanding. “Right now.”

Nelson froze, his hand still on his cock. “Anita,” he said, his voice trembling. “We… we can’t.”

“Why not?” she asked, her eyes locking with his. “We’re not blood. It’s just a little fun. Don’t tell me you don’t want to taste me.”

Nelson hesitated, his mind racing. It was wrong. So wrong. But the way she was looking at him, the way her dress was riding up, revealing the edge of her panties… He couldn’t resist.

Slowly, he moved between her legs, his hands trembling as he pushed her dress up higher. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and her pussy was glistening, already wet. He could smell her arousal, and it made his cock throb.

“Go on,” Anita whispered, her voice a mixture of encouragement and demand. “Make me cum.” Nelson hesitated for only a moment before leaning in, his tongue tasting Anita’s wetness.

Anita gasped as Nelson ate her pussy, licking faster and faster. She grabbed his head, pulling him closer. Nelson kept going, pushing Anita over the edge. She screamed his name as she climaxed.

Nelson’s hand gripped his hard cock, stroking it intently. Finally, he let out a loud moan as a spurt of cum shot from his cock.

Nelson’s mind raced, his body still buzzing from their intense interaction. “You’re not going to tell anyone, are you?” he asked.

“Of course not,” Anita replied, a smile spreading across her face. “I’m just as guilty as you are now. But I hope we can still do it again.”

“Yeah… okay, I’d like that,” Nelson agreed.

It had definitely been an interesting visit from Anita, and Nelson knew their relationship had changed forever.

BLACKMAILED BY STEPSISTER

FM / Femdom / Taboo / Blackmail / Verbal Humiliation / Foot Fetish / Foot Worship / Cunnilingus

Lyle slammed the front door shut, his shoulders slumped as he trudged into the house. Another day of failed job interviews, another day of rejection, and another day of feeling like a failure. The silence of the empty house was deafening, and for a moment, he allowed himself to relax. But the creak of the stairs shattered that fragile peace.

"Well, look who's back," came Melissa's voice, dripping with mockery. She leaned against the banister, her arms crossed, a smirk playing on her lips.

Of course, she’s here, Lyle thought bitterly. Always waiting to pounce. Melissa was a bully. She always had been, even when they were kids. Her mom had married Lyle’s dad, and she’d been making his life hell ever since.

Now that Lyle had lost his job, he’d been forced to move back in with his dad—and face Melissa on a daily basis. Even though they were adults, his stepsister had a way of making him feel so small and helpless.

"Go away, Melissa," he muttered, not even bothering to look at her as he headed toward the kitchen. He needed something, anything, to distract himself from the humiliation of the day.

But Melissa wasn’t about to let him off so easily. She followed him, her footsteps light and deliberate, like a predator stalking its prey. "No luck today, huh?" she taunted, her voice sweetly cruel. "Still the jobless loser, I see."

Lyle clenched his fists, his jaw tightening. "Shut up, Melissa," he snapped, though his voice lacked conviction. He couldn’t afford to upset her—not when she held his secret over his head like a guillotine.

Melissa knew.

She’d found out about his… thing. The foot fetish. The humiliation was crippling. She’d caught him browsing… those videos one night when he thought everyone was asleep. And now, she used it against him, like a weapon.

"Careful," she purred, her tone a dangerous mix of honey and venom. "Wouldn’t want Mom and Dad to find out what their precious son jerks off to, would we?"

Lyle froze, his stomach twisting into knots. She wouldn’t… would she? But deep down, he knew she would. Melissa loved to toy with him, loved the power she had over him. And now, she had the ultimate leverage.

"Please, Melissa," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "Just leave me alone."

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent a shiver down his spine. "Oh, Lyle. You’re so pathetic. But I’ll make you a deal. Do what I say, and maybe—maybe—I’ll keep your little secret."

Lyle’s heart pounded in his chest. He hated this. Hated her. But he had no choice. Slowly, he turned to face her, his eyes pleading. "What do you want?"

Melissa’s smirk widened, her eyes gleaming with something predatory. She took a step closer, her movements slow and deliberate. Then, without a word, she reached down and pulled off one of her socks.

Lyle’s breath hitched.

She kicked off the other sock, revealing her bare feet. They were perfect—soft, pale, with delicate toes that seemed to taunt him. She wiggled them, the sight making his stomach churn with a mix of dread and desire.

"Kiss them," she commanded, her voice low and demanding.

Lyle hesitated, his face burning with shame. But the threat hung in the air, unspoken but undeniable. Do it, or she’ll tell.

Swallowing hard, he dropped to his knees in front of her. His hands trembled as he reached for her foot, her skin soft and warm against his fingers. He pressed his lips to her toes, the taste of her skin making his head spin.

Melissa let out a soft hum of approval. "Good boy," she murmured, her voice dripping with condescension.

He hated how it made him feel—how it made his body react.

She pushed her foot deeper into his mouth, making him gag. His throat convulsed, but she didn’t stop. She just laughed, her other foot rubbing against his crotch, teasing him through his pants.

"Jobless and a pervert," she taunted, her voice laced with malice. "You’re such a disappointment, Lyle. But hey, at least you’re good for something."

Humiliation pricked Lyle’s cheeks, but he couldn’t pull away. The fear, the shame, the desire—it was too much.

Melissa lifted her skirt, her free hand slipping between her legs. She moaned softly, her fingers working against her clit as she continued to stuff her foot in his mouth. "Lick my pussy," she ordered, her voice breathless. "Now."

Lyle hesitated, his mind racing. This is wrong. This is so wrong. But the heat in his body, the throbbing between his legs—he couldn’t resist.

He crawled forward, his hands gripping her thighs as he buried his face between her legs. The scent of her arousal filled his senses, making his head swim. His tongue flicked against her clit, eliciting a sharp gasp from her.

"That’s it," she cooed, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Such a good little pervert. Now stroke your cock for me."

Lyle obeyed, his hand fumbling with his belt as he continued to eat her out. The shame, the humiliation—it only made him harder. His cock throbbed in his hand as he stroked it, his movements frantic.

Melissa’s moans grew louder, her hips grinding against his face. "Yes, just like that," she panted. "You’re such a disgrace, Lyle. But you’re mine."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through him, his hand moving faster, his tongue working harder. He could feel her getting closer, her thighs tightening around his head.

"Fuck," she gasped, her body trembling as she came, her juices coating his tongue. The sensation drove him over the edge, his cock pulsing as he came, his cum spilling onto the floor.

They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathless, their bodies spent. But the sound of the front door opening shattered the moment.

"Lyle? Melissa? We’re home!"

Lyle’s stepmother’s voice carried through the house, warm and familiar. Melissa quickly smoothed down her clothes, acting innocent. Lyle breathed a sigh of relief. His encounter with Melissa was over—for now.
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